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To Mas. ABINGTON. 


M A D A My 
Y OU will be ſurpriſed, at this diſtance of 
time, and in this Public manner, to receive an anſwer to a very 
polite Letter, which you addreſſed to me in the courſe of the 
laſt Summer at Yarmouth. In a ftrain of vivacity, which 


always belongs to you, you invite me to write again for the 


Stage, You tell me, that having gone through the Comedies 


"of THE WAY TO KEEP HIM, ALL IN THE WRONG, and 


THREE WEEKS AFTER MARRIAGE, you now want more 
from the ſame hand. I am not bound, you ſay, by my reſo- 
lution, ſignified in a Prologue about ten years ago, to take 
my leave of the Dramatic Muſe, At the perjuries of Poets, 
as well as Lovers, Jove laughs; and the Public, you think, 
will be ready to give me a genera! releaſe from the promiſe, 
All this is very flatter ing. If the following Scenes, at the 
end of Five and Twenty years, ſtill continue to be a part of 
the public amuſement, I know to what cauſe I am to-aſcribe 
it. Thoſe Graces of Action, with which you adorn what- 
ever you undertake, have given to the Piece a degree of 
brilliancy, and even novelty, as often as you have repeated 
it. Iam not unmindful of the Performers who firſt obtained 
forthe Author the favour of the Town: a GARRICK, a YATES, 
a CIBBER, united their abilities; and who can forget Mxs. 
CLive? They have all paſſed away, and the Comtvy 
might have paſſed with them, if you had not ſo frequently 


placed it in a conſpicuous light, 
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iv DEDICATION. 


The truth is, without ſuch talents as yours, all that the 
Poet writes is a dead letter. He defigns for repreſentation, 


but it is the Performer that gives to the draught, however 


juſtly traced, a form, a ſpirit, a countenance, and a mind. 


All this you have done for the Wrpow BeLLtwoys ; and 


that excellence in your art, which you are known to poſſeſs, 


can, no doubt, lend the ſame animation to any new Character. 
But alas! I have none to offer, That Tinder in the Poet's 


mind, which, as Doctor Youns ſays, takes fire from every 


ſpark, I have not found, even though you have endeavoured 
to kindle the flame. Could I write, as you can act, I ſhould 
be proud to obey your commands: but after a long diſuſe, 
how ſhall I recover the train of thinking neceſſary for plot, 
humour, incident, and character ? - 

In the place of novelty, permit me to requeſt that The 
Way to Keep Him may be inſcribed to you. You are in- 


titled to it, Madam; for your talents have made the Play 


your own. A Dedication, I grant, at this period of time, 
comes rather late; but being called upon for a new edition, 
I have retouched the Dialogue, and perhaps ſo reformed the 
whole, that, in its preſent ate, it may be deemed les unwor- 
thy of your acceptance. It is, therefore, my wiſh, that this 


Addreſs may in future attend the Comedy, to remain (as 


long as ſuch a thing can remain) a tribute due to the Gx ius 
or Mas. Az1nGToN, and a mark of that eſteem, with which 
I ſubſcribe myſelf, 
Madam, 
Your real admirer, 
Lincoln's-Inn, And moſt obedient Servant, 
25th Nov. 178g. ARTHUR MURPHY, 


— 


R OL O G U E. 


Spoken by Mr. Hor LAxp. 


HEN firſt the haughty critic's dreadful rage, 
With Gothic fury, over-ran the ſtage, 
Then Prolegues roſe, and ſtrove with varied art 
To gain the ſoft acceſſes to the heart. 
Throꝰ all the tuneful tribe th' infection flew, 
And each Great Genius—his petition drew; 


In forms pauperis addreſs'd the pit, 


With all the gay antitheſis of wit. 


Their ſacred art poor poets own'd a crime; 
They ſigh'd in mile; they bow'd in rhyme. 


For charity they all were forc'd to beg; 


And every Prologue was © a wooden leg. 

Next theſe a hardy, manly race, appear'd, 
Who knew no dulneſs, and no critics fear'd. 
From Nature's ſtore each curious tint they drew, 
Then boldly held the piece to public view: 
4 Lo! here, exact proportion! juſt deſign! 
« The bold relief! and the unerring line! 
« Mark in ſoft union how the colours ſtrike | 
« This, Sirs, you will, or this you ought to like.“ 
They bid defiance to the foes of wit, 


cc Scatter'd like ratſbane up and down the pit.“ 


Such Prologues were of yore z—our bard to-night 
Diſdains a falſe compaſſion to excite : 
Nor too ſecure your judgment would oppoſe ; 
He packs no jury, AND HE DREADS NO FOES! 
To govern here no party can expect; 
An audience will preferve its own reſpect. 
To catch the foibles, that miſguide the fair, 
From trifles ſpring, and end in laſting care, 


* 
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But as freſh objects, and new manners riſe, - 

He bids his canvaſs glow with various dyes ; 

Where ſenſe and folly mix in dubious ſtrife, 

Alternate riſe, and ſtruggle into life. 

Judge if with art the mimick ſtrokes be blend; 

If amicably light and ſhade contend; 1 
The mental features if he trace with ſkill ; 

See the piece firſt, then damn it if you will. 


Our author aims ; nor this alone he tries, | 


- LY 
— 


. 1 1 


_— 


F — 


DRAMAT IS PERSON A. 


M E N. 


LOVEMORE, - - - Mr. GARRICK. 
Sir BASHFUL CONSTANT, Mr. YATES. 
Sir BRILLIANT FASHION, Mr. PALMER. 


WILLIAM, Servant to Lovemore, Mr. KIN G. | 
SIDEBOARD, Servant to Sir Baſh. Mr. 4 CKMAN, 
POMPEY, a Black Servant, - Mr. HURST. 


WOM E N. 


Mrs. LOVEMORE, - - < Mrs. YATES. [ 
The WIDOW BELLMOUR, Mrs. CIBBER. 
LADY CONSTANT, . -—/ - Mrs. DAVIES. 


MUSLIN, Maid to Mrs. Lovemore, Mrs. CLIFE. 
MIGNIONET, Maid to Mrs. Bell. Miſs BRADSHAW. 
FURNISH, Maid to Lady Conſtant, Miſs HIPPISLEY. 
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WAY TO KEEP HIM. 


A C 1. 


SCENE, an Apartment in LovEMoRE's Houſe : 
WILLIAM and SIDEBOARD diſcovered at a Game of Cards, 


WILLIAM. 


A Plague go with it! I have turned out my game: Is 
, A. forty ſeven good? | 

SipE. Equal. 

WIII. Confound the a ! tierce to a queen ? 

SIDE. Equal. | 

WiLL. There again! ruined, ſtock and block : no- 
thing can fave me. I don't believe there is a footman 
in England plays with worſe luck than myſelf. Four aces 
are fourteen. 5 

_SIDE,. That's hard, cruel by Jupiter! Aces againſt 
me every time. 


WIII. Four aces are fourteen ; fifteen, (Plays.) | 
i DIDE. 


- 
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SIDE, There' s your equality, 

: Warr. Very well: I turned out my point, Six- 
48 teen, (Plays) ſeventeen. (Plays. — — — 
| | | Enter MvusLIN. 
| MusLin. There's a couple of you, indeed! You are 
ſo fond of the vices of your betters, that you are ſcarce out 
| Pos of your beds, but you mult imitate them and their profligate | 
| IS ways, Set you up forſooth 12 | | 7 
| | Wilt, Prithee be quiet, woman, do. "Eighteen. 


| (Plays.) 
MusLin. Upon my word —With your uſual eaſe, Mr, 
Coxcomb. 
WILI. Manners, Mrs, Muſlin : you ſee Mr. Side- 


| 4p board here; he is juſt come on a meſſage from Sir Baſhful! 
3 Conſtant. Have ſome reſpect for a ſtranger. Nineteen, 
IM clubs. (Plays. 

| MusLin. It would become Mr. Sideboard to go back 
| with his anſwer, and it would become you to ſend my 


| oY Lady word | 
| | WIII. Command your tongue, Mrs. Muſlin: you'll 
* put me out. What ſhall I play ?—He will go back with 


| his anſwer in good time. Let his maſter wait till it 
| | ſuits our conveniency, Nineteen, clubs : where: ſhall I 
(| go now? | | 
MusLin. Have done with your ly, Mit. Impentinent 
| My Lady deſires to know 
| 


 WILk. L tell you, woman, my matter and I deſire to 
have nothing to do with you and your ny” Twenty, 
| diamonds. (Plays.) 

MvsLiv. But I tell you, Mr. Binder; that my Lady 
deſires to know at what hour your maſter came home laſt 
night, and how he does this morning ? 
1 | I WILL, 
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A COMEDY, 3 


Witt. Ridiculous! Don't diſturb us with that non- 
ſenſe now; you ſee I am not at leiſure. I and my maſter 
are reſolved to be teazed no more by you; and ſo, Mrs. 
Go- between, you may return as you came. What the 
devil ſhall I play? We will have nothing to do with you, 
I tell you. 
 Mosan., Yow'll have nothing to do with us! But 
you {hall have to do with us, or I'll know the reaſon why. 
(She ſnatches the cards from him, and throws them about.) 

Witt. Death and fury! this meddling woman has de- 
ſtroyed my whole game. A man might as well be married, 
as be treated in this faſhion. _ 

Spk. I ſhall ſcore you for this, Mr. William: I was 
ſure of the cards, and that would have made me up. 

WILLI. No you'll ſcore nothing for this. You win 
too much of me. I am a very pretty annuity to you. 

SIDE. Annuity, ſay you ? I loſe a fortune to you in the 
courſe of the year. How could you, Mrs. Muſlin, behave 
in this ſort to perſons of our dignity ? 

MusLin. Decamp with your dignity ; take your an- 
ſwer to your maſter : turn upon your rogue's heel, and rid 
the houſe, | 

SIDE. I ſhan't diſpute with you. I hate wrangling : I 
leave that to lawyers and married people; they have no- 
thing elſe to do. Mr. William, I ſhall let Sir Baſhfull 
know that Mr. Lovemore will be at home for him. When 
you come to our houſe, I'll give you your revenge. We 
can have a ſnug party there, and I promiſe you a glaſs of 
choice Champaigne: it happens to be a good batch; 
Sir Baſhfull gets none of it: I keep it for my own friends. 
Au revoir. [Exit. | 
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4 THE WAY TO_KEEP HIM, 
Witt. (to MvusLin.) You ſee what miſchief you 
have made. A 4 

MusLin., Trice with your foolery, and now, Sir, be 
ſo obliging as to ſend my Lady an anſwer to her queſtions : 
How and when ow rakehelly maſter came home laſt 
night ? | 

WIII. I'II tell you one thing, Mrs. Nadin; you and 
my maſter will be the death of me at laſt. In the name of 
charity, what do you both take me for? Whatever appear- 
ances may be, I am but of mortal mould; nothing ſu ee 
tural about me. 

MusLin. Upon my word, Mr. Powder-Puff! 

WIII. TI have not, indeed; and fleſh and blood, let 
me tell you, can't hold it always at this rate. I can't be 
for ever a ſlave to Mr. Lovemore's eternal frolicks, and 
to your ſecond-hand airs. | | 

MusLin. Second-hand airs ! 

WIII. Yes, ſecond-hand airs! you take them at 
your ladies toilets with their caſt gowns, and ſo you de- 
ſcend to us with them.—And then on the other hand, 
there's my maſter !|—Becauſe he chooſes to live upon the 
principal of his health, and ſo run out his whole ſtock as 
faſt as he can, he muſt have my company with him in his 
devil's dance to the other world! Never at home till three, 

four, five, ſix in the morning. 
__ Mvustin. Ay, a vile ungrateful man! vas ranging 
abroad, and no regard for a wife that doats upon him. 
And your love for me is all of a piece. I have no patience 
with you both; a couple of ws perfidious, abandoned 
profligates | 

WILL. Hey! where is your * running? My 
maſter, as the world goes, is 4 good ſort of a civil kind of 

jp a huſ- 


A COMEDY. 1 


a huſband ; and I, heaven help me] a poor ſimpleton of a 
_ conſtant, amorous puppy, who bear with all the whims of 
my little tyrant here, Come and kiſs me, you Jade, come 
and kiſs me. 

Mosi ix. Paws off, Cæſar. Don't think to make me 
your dupe. I know when you go with him to this new 
lady, this Bath-acquaintance; and I know you are as falſe 
as my maſter, and give all my dues to your Mrs. ene 
there. 4 | 

Wirr. Huſh! not a word of that. I am ruined, + 
preſſed, and ſent on board a Tender directly, if you blab 

that I truſted you with that ſecret, But to charge 
me with falſehood !—injuſtice and ingratitude My 
maſter, to be ſure, does drink an agreeable diſh of tea with 
the widow. He has been there every evening this month 
paſt. How long things are to be in this train, heaven 
only knows. But he does viſit there, and I attend him. 
I aſk my maſter, Sir, ſays I, what time will you pleaſe to 
want me? He fixes the hour, and I ftrut by Mrs. Mig- 
nionet, without ſo much as tipping her a ſingle glance. She 
ſtands watering at the mouth, and <a pretty fellow that, 
ſays ſhe: Ay, gaze on, ſay I, gaze on: I know what 
you would be at: You would be glad to have me : But 
ſour grapes, my dear; and ſo home I come, to cheriſh 
my own lovely little wanton : you know I do, and after 
toying with thee, I fly back to my maſter, later indeed , 
than he appoints, but always too ſoon for him. He is 
loth to part: he lingers and dangles, and I ſtand cooling 
my heels. Oh! to the devil I pitch ſuch a life. 

MUSLIN, Why don t you ſtrive to reclaim the vile 


man? 


B 3 | WIII. 


6 THE WAY TO KEEP HIM, 


Witt, Softly; not ſo faſt, I have my talent to 
be ſure 3. yes, I muſt acknowledge ſome talent. But 


om you ſuppoſe that I have power to turn the drift of 


his inclinations? Can TI give him a new taſte, and lead 


him as I pleaſe? And to whom? To his wife? Ridi- 


culous! A wife has no attraction now; the ſpring of _ 
the paſſions flies back ; it won't do. 

MvusLin. Fine talking! and you admire yourſelf for 
it, don't you? Can you proceed, Sir t 

WIII. I tell you a wife is out of date: the timo 8 
was, but that's all over; a wife is a drug now; mere 
tar-water, with every virtue en heaven, but nobody 
takes it. 

MusL.in, Have done, or I'll print theſe ten nails up- 


on your rogue's face. 


WIII. Come and kiſs me, I ſay. 

MusLin. A fiddleſtick for your kiſſes, while you en- 
courage your maſter to open rebellion againſt the beſt of 
wives. | 

Wirr. I tell you 'tis all her own fault, Why 
does not ſhe ſtudy to pleaſe him as you do me? Come, 
and throw your arms about my neck. 

Musrtin. As I uſed to do, Mr. Impudence ? 

Wii. Then I muſt force you to your own good. 
(kiſſes her) Pregnant with delight ! egad, if my maſter 
was not in the next room——(bell rings.) 

Muslix. Huſh! my Lady's bell: how long has he 
been up? | 

WILL. He has been up—(kifes her) '$death you 
have ſet me all on fire. (kiffes her.) 

MusLin, There, there; have done now; the bell 


rings 


3 7 


rings again, What muſt I ſay? When did hy come 
home? 

WILL, He came home kiſſes her) he came 
home at five this morning; damned himſelf for a block- 
head; (4ifſes) went to bed in a ſurly humour; 3 was 
tired of himſelf and every body elſe. (bell rings, be kiſſes 
ber.) And he is now in tip-toe ſpirits with * Bril- 
liant Faſhion in that room yonder. 

MusLin, Sir Brilliant Faſhion ? I with. my Lady 
would mind what he ſays to her—You great bear! you 
have given me ſuch a fluſh in my face! (takes a pocket 
booking glaſs) I look pretty well, I think. There (kiſs 
him) have done and let me be gone. ' +: [Exits 
WIII. There goes high and low life contraſted 

in one perſon. She has nat dived to the bottom of 'my 
maſter's ſecrets ; that's one good thing. What ſhe knows, 
ſhe'll blab. We ſhall hear of this widow from Bath: but 
the plot lies deeper than they are aware of. Inquire they 
will; and let 'em, fay I; their anſwer will do 'em no 
good. © Mr, Lovemore viſit the widow Bellmour ??? We 
know * no ſuch perſon.” That's what they'll get for 
their pains. Their puzzle will be greater than ever, and 
they may fit down to chew the cud of diſappointed ma- 
lice, Huſh! my maſter and Sir Brilliant: I'll take 
care of a ſingle rogue, and get me out of their way. 


[LExit. 


Enter LovEMORE and Sir BRILLIANT. 


Love, My dear Sir Brilliant, I muſt both pity and 
laugh at you. Thou art metamorphoſed into the mol} 
whimſical being 


Sir BRIL, If your raillery diverts you, go on with it, 
B 4 This 
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This is always the caſe: apply for ſober advice, and your 
friend plays you off with a joke. 

Love. Sober advice ! very far gone indes. There 
is no ſuch thing as talking ſoberly to the tribe of lovers. 
That eternal abſence of mind that poſſeſſes you all! There 
is no ſociety with you. I was damnable company myſelf, 


when I was one of the pining herd: but a doſe of matri- 


mony has cooled me pretty handſomely ; and here comes 
repetatur hauſtus, 


Enter MusLtn. 


MosLy. My Lady ſends her compliments, and begs 
to know how yoy do this morning. 

Loyt. (aſide to Sir BRILL.) The novelty of the 
compliment is enlivening—lt is the devil to be teazed in 


this manner. — What did you ſay, child? 


MusLin, My Lady heyy you find yourſelf well this 
morning, 

Love, Ay, your Lady :—giye her my compliments, 
and tell her—and tell her I hope ſhe is well, and—(yawns.) 

MusLin, She begs you won't think of going out 
without ſeeing her, 

Love, To be ſure, ſhe has ſuch variety every time 
one ſees her—my head aches wofully—tell your lady— 
I ſhall be glad to ſee her ; I'll wait on her—(yawns) tell 
her what you will, 

Musrix. A brute !—I ſhall let my lady know, Sir. 

| : [ Exit. 

Love. My dear Sir Brilliant, you ſee me an exam- 
ple before your eyes. Put the widow Bellmour out of 
your head, and let my Lord Etheridge be the victim for 
you, 


Sir 


4 co 9 


Sir Bult. Poſitively no; my pride is picqued. My 
150 Etheridge ſhall find me a more formidable rival 
than he imagines. By the way, how long has the noble 
Peer been in England ? : 

Love. His motions are unknown to me.—{afide) I 
don't like that queſtion, —His Lordſhip is in France, is" 
not he? 

Sir Brit. No; he is certainly returned. The match 
is to be concluded privately.— He viſits her incag. 

Love. ( forcing a laugh.) Oh! no; that can't be; 
my Lord Etheridge loves parade. I cannot help laugh- 
ing. The jealouſy of you lovers is for ever conjuring up 
phantoms to torment yourſelves. My dear Sir Brilliant, 
wait for realities ; there are enough in life, and you may 
teach your fancy to be at reſt, and give you no further 
trouble. 

Sir BRI. Nay, don't let your fancy run away with 
you. What 1 tell you, is the real truth. 

Love. Well, if it be true, and if Lord Etheridge is 
come to England to marry, do you go to France not to 

marry, and you will have the beſt of the bargain. 


Enter WILLIAM. 

WIII. Sir Baſhfull Conſtant is in his chariot at the 
upper end of the ſtreet, and if your honour is at leiſure, he 
will wait upon you. | 

Love. Have not I ſent him word I ſhould be at home ? 
Let him come as ſoon as he will. [Exit William. ] 


Another inſtance, Sir Brilliant, to deter you from all 


thoughts of matrimony. 


Sir BRIL. Po! hang him; he is no precedent for me. 


A younger brother, who lived in middling life, comes to a 
title and an eſtate on the death of a conſumptive Baronet; 
| | marries 
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marries a woman of quality, and now carries the primitive 
ideas of his narrow education into high life. Don't you 
remember when he had chambers in Fig-tree court, and 
uſed to ſaunter and lounge away his time in Temple Cof- 
fee houſes? The fellow is as dull as a bill in A 

Love. But he is improved ſince that time. | 

Sir BRII. Impoſſible; don't you ſee how he goes on? 
He knows nothing of the world; if his eyes meet yours, 

he bluſhes up to his ears, and looks ſuſpicious, as if he 
imagined you have a deſign upon him. | 

Love. TI can explain that part of his character. He 
has a mortal averſion to wit and raillery, and dreads no- 
thing ſo much as being laughed at for being particular. 

Sir Brit. And fo, fearing to be ridiculous, he be- 

comes ſubſtantially ſo every moment. 

Love. Even fo, and if you look at him, he ſhrinks 
back from your obſervation, caſting a ſly, flow, jealous 
eye all round him, like Miſs Bumpkin in a country vil- 
lage, aukwardly endeavouring to conceal what the in- 
creaſe of her ſhape diſcovers to the whole pariſh. 

Sir Brit. And then his behaviour to his lady! 

Love. Why, as to that point, I don't think he hates 
her. His fear of ridicule may be at the bottom. He 
has ſtrange notions. about the dignity of a huſband. 
There is a ſecret, which he would fain tell me, and yet he 
is ſhy, and he hints, and he heſitates, and then he retreats 
back into himſelf, and ends juſt where he began. But 
with all his faults, he has fits' of good amet, Thars; 1 
—his chariot's at the door. 

Sir Brit. Lady Conſtant, you mean, 8 fits of 
good nature. Have you made any progreſs there? 


6 3% e 4 , Loves 
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Lovx. That's well from you, who are the formidable 
man in that quarter. 


Sir Brit, Oh! no; poſitively, no | protones, no 
colour for it. 

Lovs. Don't 1 n that you have made advances? 

Sir BRII. Advances! 1 pity my Lady Conſtant, 
and | 

Loves. Well, that's generous—huſh! I hear him 
coming. Sir Brilliant, I admire. your amorous charity of 
all things ! | 


Enter Six Basnrul ConsTANT. 
Sir BasH. Mr. Lovemore, I have taken the liberty 
but you ſeem to be buſy, and I intrude perhaps. 
Lovs. Oh, by no means: walk in, Sir Bafhfull. 

Sir Bas. Sir Brilliant, I am glad to ſee you. 
( Bows aukwardly.) | | 

Sir BRII. You do me honour, Sir, 1 hope you 
left my Lady well. q 

Sir Basn. I can't fay, Sir; I am not her phyſician. 

Sir Brit. (afide.) An abſurd brute !—Lovemore, 
PI. juſt ſtep and pay a ſhort viſit to our friend over the 
way. | 
Lovs. Why in ſuch a hurry? 

Sir Brit. I ſhall return immediately. I'll be with 
you before you are dreſſed. Sir Baſhſull, I kiſs your 
hand. | Exit. 

Sir BasH. I am glad he is gone. I have ſomething, 
Mr. Lovemore, that I want to adviſe with you about. 

Love. Have you? | 

Sir Basn. I have had another bruſh with my wife. 


Love. I am ſorry for it, Sir Baſhfull.- —(afide) > 
am perfectly glad of it, 


Sir BAsk. 


— ſ ———— — 
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Sir BasH. Pretty warm the quarrel was, She took 


it in a high tone. Sir Baſhfull, ſays ſhe, I wonder you 


will diſgrace yourſelf at this rate. You know my pin 


money is not ſufficient. The Mercer and every body 
dunning me! I can't go on after this faſhion, ſays ſhe, and 


then fomething about her quality. You know, Mr. 

Lovemore, (ſmiling) ſhe is a woman of high quality. 
Love. Yes, and a very fine woman. 
Sir BasH. No, no, no; not much of that and yet 

(looks at him and ſmiles) Do you think her a fine woman? 
Loves. Undoubtedly; where do you ſee any body that 


Fo outſhines her ? 


Sir BasH. Why to be ſure—{ ſmiling) one does not 
often ſee her eclipſed. I think ſhe is what you may call a 
fine woman. She keeps good company. 

Love. The very beſt. 

Sir Bazn. Yes, yes; your tiptop, none elſe. And 
yet toencourage her too far were dangerous. Too com- 
plying a huſband makes but a ſorry figure in the eyes of the 
world. | 

Love. The world will talk, Sir Baſhfull. 

Sir BAsH. Too faſt, Mr. Lovemore. Their tongues 
will run on, and one does not like to give them a ſubject. 
I anſwered her ſtoutly : Madam, fays I, a fig for your 
quality: I am maſter in my own houſe, and who do you 


think—(winks at Lovemore) putting myſelf in a paſſion, 


you know—Who do you think is to pay for your Cats and 
your Dogs, and your Monkeys, and your Squirrels, and 
your gaming debts ? 

Love. How could you? That was ſharply ſaid. 

Sir BasH. Ves; I gave it her. But for all that I 
am main good-natured at the bottom. 


Lovs. 


vi - 


* 
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Lovx. Vou was not in earneſt then? 


Sir Bas. No, no; that's the point: a man muſt 
keep up his own dignity. I'll tell you what I did. 


LovR. Well;—you did what's proper, I dare ſay. 
Sir BasH. I hope you'll think ſo. Don't laugh at 
me. Come, I will tell you. I went to her Mercer 
lily, and paid him the money. (ſmiling.) 
Loves. Did you? 


Sir BasH. (Looking alarmed) - Was bt it right ? 

Love. It was elegant. 

Sir BasH. I am glad you "approve. I took care to 
ſave appearances, One would not have the world know 
it. | By 

Love. By no means, 
Sir BasH. It would make them think me too [uxori- 
OUS. | ; 1 

Love. So it would - (aſide) I muſt. encourage that 
notion. While you live, guard againſt being too uxori- 
ous. Though our wives deſerve “ our fondneſs,” the 
world will laugh at us ;—and hark ye, if our wives don't 
deſerve it, they'll laugh at us the more. 

Sir BasH. I know it. And fo, ſays I, Mr. Luteſtring, 


* 


there's your money, but tell no body that J paid it ſlily. 


Love. Why, that's doing a genteel thing, by ſtrata- 
gem.—Admirably contrived ! 


Sir BasH. I think it was. But I have a deeper ſecret 
for yau. 


Love. Have you? 
Sir Basn. I have.—May I truſt you? 
Loves. Now there you hurt me. I feel that, Sir 
Baſhfull. | 
Sir BasH, I beg your pardon. I know you are my 
ED friend, 


\ 
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friend. I have. great confidence in you. - You . muſk 
know—look ye, Mr. Lovemore you muſt 


Enter Mos. 
ESE My lady deſires to know if toys chooſe a 
diſh of tea this morning. | 
Love. Pol ridiculous ! — tell your en — go 
about your buſineſs. © (Turns her out) 
Sir Bash. I ſee how it is. He dots not cares Chetry- 
tone for his wife, 
Love. Such impertinence Well, Sir Baſhfull. 
Sir Basn. He does not value her a pinch of ſnuff, (afide) 
Love. Well, I am all attention. | 
Sir BASH. It does not ſignify. A fooliſh affair; T 
won t trouble you. < 
— Love. Nay, that's unkind. It will be no trouble. 


Sir BasH, Well, well, r Teen you think Muflin 
did not overhear us: 


Love. Not a ſyllable. Come, we are ſafe. 

Sir Basn. I don't know but let me aſk you a queſ- 
tion, firſt. Have you any regard for your lady ? 

Love. The higheſt value for her. But then you know 
appearances— = 

Sir Bash. Right I repoſe it with you.—You muſt 
know, Mr. Lovemore, as I told you, I am at the bottom 


very good-natured, and though it —_" be thought 
are interrupted again. 


Enter Sir BRILLIANT. 
Sir Brit. Lovemore, I have paid my viſit. | 
Love. Pſhaw !—this is unlucky —— You are as good 
. as your word, Sir Brilliant. | 
Sir BRIL. Perhaps you have buſineſs ? 


; : | Sir 


- 


n vx. 15 


Sir W No, no buſineſs (turns to 88 
there's no proceeding now I was going, Sir — 
Mr. Lovemore, I wiſh you a good day. 

Love. Po! Prithee, you ſhan't leave me yet. 

Sir BasH, I muſt; I can't ſtay. (afide to Lovx- 
MoRE) Another time. Suppoſe you call at my houſe at one 
ace | 

Love. With all my heart. 

Sir BasH. Do ſo; nobody ſhall 3 us. Mr. 
Lovemore, I take my leave. Sir Brilliant, I kiſs your 
hand. You won't forget, Mr. Lovemore ? 

_ Love. Oh! no; depend upon me. 

Sir BasH. A good morning. He is the only friend I 
have. [ Exit. 

_ Love. Ha] ha] you broke in in the moſt critical 
moment. He was juſt going to be delivered of his ſecret. 

Sir BRII. I beg your en How carla you let 
me ? 


Love. Nay, no matter. I ſhall worm it out of him. 


Enter MvusLI1N. 

Mira: My Lady, Sir, is quite W 

Love. Po! for ever teaſing ! I'll wait upon her pre- 
ſently. [Exit MuSLIN. 

Sir Brit. I'll ſtep and chat with her while you dreſs. 
May I take the liberty? 

Love. You know you may: no ceremony. How 
could you aſk me ſuch a queſtion ? Apropos, Sir Bril- 
liant, I want a word with you. Step with me into the ſtudy 
for a moment. 

Sir BRIL. I attend you. | 
_ Love. Poor Sir Baſhfull hal ha la ridieus 
lous unaccountable——W hat does he mean? [ Exeunt. 

| SCENE, 
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SCENE, Another Apartment. 
[Mrs. LoveMoRE at her Tea-Table.] 


Mrs. Love. This traſh of tea! I don't know why I 


drink ſo much of it. Heigho !-—What keeps Muſlin ? 
Surely never was an unhappy woman treated with ſuch 


cruel indifference ; nay, with ſuch ons | ſuch 8 1 | 


. Infolence of gallantry. 
Enter MvusLin. 
Art. Love. Well, N oh have you ſen his Prime 
- Miniſter? _ 
Musrtin. Yes, Ma'am, I have ſeen Mr. William. 
He ſays his maſter is going out, according to the old trade, 


* 


tant Faſhion is with him: I heard them, as I paſſed by 
the door, laughing as loud as two actors in a comedy. 
M. Love. About ſome precious miſchief, I'll be 
fworn, and all at my coſt. Heigho ! 
Muslix. Dear Ma'am, why chagrine yourſelf about 
a vile man, that is not worth——no, as I hope for Ty, 
not worth a ſingle ſigh? _ 
Mes. Love. What can J do, Muſlin ? 
- Mustiin. Do, Ma'am!—If I was as you, I'd do for 


him. If I could not cure my grich, I'd find ſome comfort, 


that's what L would. 
Mrs. Love. Comfort? alas | there is none for me. 
Muslix. And whoſe fault then? Would any body but 
you——lt provokes me to think of it Would any but 
you,—young, handſome, with wit, graces, talents, Would 
any body, with ſo many accompliſhments, fit at home here 
as melancholy as a poor ſervant out of place? And all 


for 


and he does not expect to ſee him again till to-morrow 
morning. Mr. Loyemore is now in the ſtudy. Sir Bril- 


* 
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for what? For a tiuſband ! And ſuch a huſband! What 
uo you think the world will.fay of you, Ma'am? . 
Mes. Lovz. I care not what they ſay, I am tired of 
the world, and the world may be tired of me, if it will. 
My troubles are to myſelf only, and I muſt endeavour to 
bear them. Who knows what patience may do? If Mr. 
Lovemore has any feeling left, my conduct and his own 
heart may one day incline him to do me juſtice. 
Muslix. But, dear Ma'am, that's waiting for dead 
men's ſhoes. Incline him to do you juſtice What 
ſignifies expecting and expecting? Give me a bird in the 
hand. If all the women in London, who happen to be in 
your caſe, were to ſit down and die of the ſpleen, what 
would become of the public places? They might turn 
Vauxhall to a hop-garden ; make a brewhouſe of Ranelagh, 
and let both the playhouſes to a methodiſt-preacher. We 
ſhould not have the racketting we have now. John, let 
the horſes be put to——John, go to my Lady Trump- 
about, and invite her to a ſmall party of twenty or thirty 
card tables. John, run to my Lady Catgut, and let her 
know I'll wait upon her Ladyſhip to the Opera. John, 
run as faſt as ever you can, with my compliments to Mr. 
Varney, and tell him it will be the death of me, if I have 
nota box for the new play. Lord bleſs you, Ma'am, they 
rantipole it about this town, with as unconcerned looks, 
and as florid outſides, as if they were treated at home like 
ſo many goddeſſes ; though every body knows poſſeſſion 
has ungoddeſſed them all long ago, and their huſbands care 
no more for them, no, by Jingo, no more than they do for 
their huſbands. _ 11 . 
Mrs. Love. At what a rate you run on! h 
MusLin. It is enough to make a body run on. If 
every body thought like you, Ma'am-—— | 
L C Mrs, 


faſhion. He dreſſes faſhionably, lives faſhionably, wins 


does every thing ay, z and then he looks ſo lively, 
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Mrs. Lovz. If every body loved like me! 
 MusLtin. A braſs thimble for love, if it is not returned 


by love. What the deuce is here to do? Love for love is 


ſomething : but to love alone, where's the good of that ? | 
Shall I go and fix my heart upon a man, who ſhall deſpiſe 
me for that very reaſon? And ay, ſays he, Poor fool! 
] ſee ſhe adores me. The woman's well enough, only 
« ſhe has one inconvenient circumſtance about her; I am 
© married to her, and marriage is the devil.” 

Mrs. Love. Will you have done? | 

MusLin. TI have not half done, Ma'am. And when 
the vile man goes a rogueing, he ſmiles impudently in your 
face, and I am going to the chocolate-houſe, my dear; 
« amuſe yourſelf in the mean time, my love;” Fye upon 
em! I know 'em all. Give me a huſband that will enlarge 
the circle of my innocent pleaſures : but a huſband now-a- 
days is no ſuch thing. A huſband now is nothing but a 
ſcare-crow, to ſhew you the fruit, but touch it if you dare. 
The devil's in *em, the Lord forgive me for ſwearing. A 
huſband is a mere bugbear, a ſnap-dragon, a monſter ; 
that is to ſay, if one makes him ſo, then he is a monſter 
indeed; and if one do not make him ſo, then he behaves 
like a monſter ; and of the two evils, by my troth But 
here, Ma'am, here comes one who can tell you all about 
it. Here comes Sir Brilliant: aſk his advice, Ma'am. 

Mrs. Loves. His advice? Aſk advice of the man, 


| who has eſtranged Mr, Lovemore's affections from me? 


MusLiv. Well J proteſt and vow, I think Sir Bril- 
liant a very pretty gentleman. He is the very pink of the 


your money faſhionably, loſes his own faſhionably, and 
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and ſo much to ſay, and ſo never at a loſs but here 
he comes, | 

Enter Sir BaiLLIAne. 


Sir Brit, Mrs. Lovemore, my dear Ma'am, always in 
a vis-a-vis party with your ſuivante *—Afﬀord me your 


pardon, if I fay this does a little wear the * of 


being out of humour with the world. 

Mrs. Love. Far from it, Sir Brilliant. We were 
engaged in your panegyric. 

Sir Brit. My panegyric? Then am I come moſt. 
apropos td give the portrait a few finiſhing touches. Mr. 
Lovemore, as ſoon as he is dreſſed, will wait upon you: 
in the mean time, I can help you to fome anecdotes, which 


will enable you to colour your canvaſs a little higher. 


Mr. Love. Among thoſe anecdotes, I hope you will 
not omit the bright exploit of ſeducing Mr. Lovemore 
from all domeſtic happineſs. 

i (She makes a ſign to Muſlin to go) 

Sir BRII. I, Madam ?—Let me periſh if ever 

Mrs. Lovs. «Oh! Sir, I can make my obſervations. 

Sir BxII. May fortune eternally forſake me, and 
beauty frown on me, if I am conſcious of any plot upon 
earth. | | 

Mrs. Lovs. Don't aſſert too ſtrongly, Sir Brilliant. 
Sir Brit. May I never throw a winning caſt— 

Ars. Lovs. It is in vain to deny it, Sir. 

Sir Brit. May I loſe the next ſweepſtakes, if I have 
ever, in thought, word or deed, been acceſfary to his infi- 
delity. I alienate the affections of Mr, Lovemore ! Con- 
ſider, Madam, how would this tell in Weſtminſter Hall? 
Sir Brilliant Faſhion, what ſay you, guilty of this indict- 
ment or not guilty? Not guilty, poſs." Thus iſſue is 

- $ 1 . joined. 
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joined. Vou enter the court: but, my dear Madam, veil 
thoſe graces that adorn your perſon : abate the fire of 
thoſe charms : ſo much beauty will corrupt the gudges : 
give me a fair trial. 

Mrs. Love. And thus you think to laugh it ey. 

; Sir BRIL., Nay hear me out. You appear in court: 
you charge-the whole upon me, without a ſyllable as to the 
how, when, and where: no proof poſitive ; the proſecu- 
tion ends, and I begin my defence. 

Mrs, Love. And by playing theſe falſe colours you 
think I am to be amuſed ? 

Sir BRILI. Nay, Mrs. Lovemore, I am now upon my 
defence. Only hear.—You will pleaſe to conſider, Gen- 
tlemen of the Jury, that Mr. Lovemore is not a minor, nor 
I his guardian. He loves gaiety, pleaſure, and enjoyment : 
is It my fault? He is poſſeſſed of talents and a taſte for 
pleaſure, which he knows how to gratify : can I reſtrain 
him? He Knows the world, makes the moſt of life, and 
plucks the fruit that grows around him: am I to blame ? 
This is the whole affair, How ſay you, gentlemen of the 
Jury ?—Not guilty. There, you ſee how it is. I have 

cleared myſelf, N 

Mrs. Love. Briſk, lively, and like yourſelf, Sir Bril- 
liant! But if you can imagine this bantering way— 

Sir BRIL, Acquitted * my eguntry, Ma'am; fairly 
acquitted. 

Ars. Lovz. Aſter the very edifying counſel which 
you give to Mr, Lovemore, this looſe ſtrain is not in the 
| leaſt ſurpriſing. And, Sir, your late project 

Sir BRIL. My late project | 

Mrs. Lovs. Your late project, Sir. Not content with 
leading Mr. Lovemore into a thouſand ſcenes of diſſipa- 

| tion, 
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tzon, you have introduced him lately to your miſtreſs 
Bellmour. Vou underſtand me, Sir. 

Sir Brit. Ma'am, he does not ſo much as know the 
Widow Bellmour. : 

Mrs. Love. Nay, Sir Brilliant, have a care: juſtify. 
it if you can, or give it a turn of wit, There is no occa- 
ſion to hazard yourſelf too far. 

Sir Brit. Falſehood I diſdain, Madam, and TI, Sir 
Brilliant Faſhion, declare that Mr. Lovemore is not ac- 
quainted with the Widow Bellmour. And if he ws, 
what then? Do you know the lady? 

Mrs. Loye, I know her, Sir? A perſon of that kla- 
racter;: 

Sir Brit. Oh I-II ſee you : doit know — but 1 
will let you into her hiſtory.— Pray be ſeated — you ſhall 
know her whole hiſtory, and then judge for yourſelf. 
The Widow Bellmour, Madam 

Lovz. (within) William, are the horſes put to? 

Sir BRII. We are interrupted, 

Enter LovEMORRE. | : 

LoyE. Very well: let the carriage be brought round 

directly.ä— How do you do, my dear ?—Sir Brilliant, I beg 

your pardon, —My love, you don't anſwer me: how do 
you do this morning? (with an air of cold civility) 

Ars. Love. A little indiſpoſed in mind: but indiſpo- - 
ſition of the mind is of no conſequence : nobody pities it. 

Love. I beg your pardon, Mrs, Lovemore, Indiſ- 

poſition of the mind—Sir Brilliant, that's SA mighty pretty 
ring on your finger. 

Sir BRIL. A bauble: will you look at it! ( gives thy 
ring.) 

Hrs, Love. Though I have but few obligations to Sir 
C 3 Brilliant, 
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Brilliant, I ſuppoſe I am to aſcribe to kim favour of | 
this viſit, Mr, Lovemore, 

' Love, (toking at the ring and laughing ) Now there 
you wrong me.—Your inquiries about my health have 
been very obliging this morning, and I came to return the 
compliment before I got out. —lt is ſet 920 neatly. (gives 
back the ring) | : 

Ars, Loye, Are you going out, Sir ? 

| Lovs. A matter of buſineſs How I do hate buſineſs ! 
But bufineſs (examining his ruffles) —buſineſs muſt be 
done,—Pray is there any news ?—Any news, my dear? 

Mrs. Love, It would be news to me, Sir, if you would 
be kind enough to let me know whether I may expect the 
favour of your company at dinner to-day, 

Love, It would be impertinent in me to anſwer ſuch 
a queſtion, for I can giye no direct anſwer to it.—I am 
the ſlave of events; juſt as things happen; perhaps I may; 
perhaps not. But don't let me be of any inconvenience 
to you, Is it material where a Tay eats? Have you 
heard what happened to me?! 

| ( + ide to Sir en ) 

Sir Brit, When and where? 

Love. A word in your ear—with your bn Men, 
Ma'am ? 


Ars, Love, That W contemptuous civility, Mr, 
Lovemore—— 

Love, Po! prithee now, how can you ?—that is very 
peeviſh, and very ill-natured.—(turning to Sir BRIL.) 
I loſt every thing I played for after you went, The ſo- 
reigner and he underſtand one another. I beg your pardon, 
Mrs. Lovemore: it was only about an affair at the Opera. 

Mrs. Love, The Opera or any * is more agree- 
able than my company. | 


F 
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Lovk. Now there again you wrong me. (to bir 
Brita) We dine at the St. Alban's. —How can 
you, Mrs. Lovemore? I make it a point not to incom- 
mode you, You poſſibly may have ſome private party; 
and it would be unpolite in me to obſtrut your ſchemes 
of pleaſure, Would not it, Sir Brilliant? 

Sir BRII. Oh !—Gothick to the laſt degree 

Love. Very true; vulgar and mechanick | (both 
and laughing.) 

Mrs. Love. Goon; make ſport for yourſelves, gen- _ 
tlemen. 

Love. Ho! ho! ho! I am ſore with laughing. —If 
you, Madam, have arranged an agreeable party, for me to 
be preſent; it would look as if we lived together like Sir 
Baſhful Conſtant and his Lady, who are always, like two 
Game-cocks, ready armed to goad and ſpur one another, 
Hey! Sir Brilliant? | 

Sir BriL. Oh! the very thing: or like Sir Theodore 
Fraffic at Tunbridge taking his wife under the arm in 
the public rooms, and “ come along home, I tell you.“ 

Love. Exactly ſo. (both continue laughing) Odds 
my life! I ſhall be beyond my time. (bois at his watch) 
Any commands into the city, my dear ? 

Ars. Love. Commands !—no, Sir, I have no com- 
mands, r — 

Love, I have an appointment at my banker's, Sir 
Brilliant, you know old Diſcount ? 

Sir BRIL. He that was in Parliament, and had the 
large contract ? 
| Lovs, The fame: ENTIRE Burr, I think, was 
the name of his Borough, Can I ſet you dowa ? 

Sir BRII. No, my carriage waits. 1 Hall rattle half 
the town over preſently. 

C 4 : Love, 
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Love. As you will. Sir Brilliant will entertain you, 
Ma'am. Au revoir, my love.— Sir Brilliant, yours. Who 
waits there? | [I'eEErxit ſinging, 

Sir Brit. Bon voyage. —You ſee, Madam, that I 
don't deprive you of his company. 

Mrs. Love. Your influence is now unneceſſary. It 

is grown habitual to him: he will drive to . A. 
Bellmour, I ſuppoſe. „ 
Sir Brit, Apropos; that brings us teen to the 
hetle hiſtory I was going to give you of that Lady. What 
is your charge againſt her? That ſhe is amiable? 
Granted.. Young, gay, rich, handſome, with enchanting 
talents, it is no wonder all the pretty fellows are on their 
knees to her, Her manner fo entertaining | that quick. 
neſs of tranſition from one thing to another | that round 
of variety! and every new attitude does ſo become her 
and ſhe has ſuch a feeling heart, and with an air of giddi- 
neſs ſo nice a conduct 

Mrs. Love. Mighty well, Sir: She i is a very veſtal, 
Finiſh your portrait. A veſtal from your ſchool of paint. 
ing muſt be a curioſity. But how comes it, Sir, if ſhe 
is this wonder, that your honourable propoſals are at an 
end there ? 0365, e 

Sir BRII. Compulſion, Ma'am: it is not voluntary, 
My Lord Etheridge is the happy man. I thought he was 
out of the kingdom; but his lordſhip is with her every 
evening. I can ſcarce gain admittance; and fo all that 
remains for me, is to do juſtice to the lady, and conſole 
myſelf in the beſt way I can for the inſufficiency of my 
pretenſions. 

Mrs, Love. And am I to 3 all this? | 

Sir Bri. May the firſt woman I pay my addreſſes 

| to, 
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to, ſtrike me to the centre with a ſupercilious eyebrow, if 
every ſyllable is not minutely true. So that you ſee, I am 
not the cauſe of your inquietude.— There is not in the 
world a perſon, who more earneſtly aſpires to prove the 
tender eſteem he bears you.—I have long panted for an 
opportunity—by ail that's ſoft ſhe liſtens to me (aſide) — 
I have long panted, en for a tender moment like 
this.— 

Mrs. Love. ( lnking gravely at him) sir! | 

Sir BRILI. I have panted with all the ardour, which 
charms like yours muſt kindle in every heart— 

Mrs. Love. (walks away) This liberty, Sir— 

Sir Brit. Conſider, Madam: we have both cauſe of 
diſcontent ; ; both diſappointed ; both croſſed in love; and 
the leaſt we can do is both to join, and ſweeten each 
other's cares. | 
Mrs. Love. And your friend, Sir, who has juſt left 
you | 
_ Sar; Bui. He, Madam, for a long time—I "IEF PR | 

it, with vexation ſeen it,—yes, he has long been falſe to | 

honour, love, and you, 

Mrs. Love. Sir Brilliant, I 1 done. You take 
my wrongs too much to heart, Sir (rings a bell) 

Sir BRIL. © Thoſe eyes that tell us what the ſun is 
& made of; "thoſe hills of driven ſnow !”? 

Mrs. Love. Will. nobody anſwer there ? 

| Enter MusLIN. 
Sir Bait, Madam, I deſiſt: when you are in better 
humour, recollect what I have ſaid. Your adorer takes 
his leave. Sir Brilliant, mind your hits, and her ſtrait- 
Jaced virtue will ſurrender at laſt. Madam— 
[ Bows reſpecifully; Exit. 
MovsL1Ns 
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| Mustin. As I live and breathe, Ma'am, if I was as 
you, I would not fluſter myſelf abour it. 

Ars. Love. About what? 

MusLin. What ſignifies Ty the matter? I heard 
it all. 3 

Mrs. Lam You did? did you? (looks angrily) 

Musrin. Ma'am ? | 

Mrs. Love. Impertinence ! (walks about) Oh! Mr. 
Lovemore To make his character public, and render 
him the topick of every tea-table throughout this town 
I muſt avoid that. 

MusLin. What the deuce is hers to do An un- 
mannerly thing, for to go for to huff me in this manner | 

(ala) 

Ars. Love. That would only wie the breach, and 
inſtead of neglect, might call forth reſentment, and ſettle 
at laſt into a fixed averſion : lawyers, parting, and ſepa- 
rate maintenance What muſt be done? 8 

MusLin. What is ſhe thinking of now?! —-A ſulky 
thing, not to be more familiar with ſuch a friend as I am. 
Did you ſpeak to me, Ma'am ? | 
Mrs. Love. It may ſucceed: ſuppoſe I try it, 
Muſlin. 

MusLin. Ma'am. (running to ber) 

Mrs. Love. You heard Sir Brilliant ſay that Mr. 
Lovemore is not acquainted with the Widow ? 

MusLin. Lard, Ma'am, he is as full of tricks as a 
French milliner. I know he does viſit there : I know it 
from William. I'll be hanged i in my own cans if he 
does not. 

Mrs. Lovs, I know not what to do. Let my chair 
be got ready. ws | 

_ MvusLiN, 
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Mous1in. Your chair, Ma'am !—Are you going out? 

Mrs. Love. Let me hear no more queſtions: do as 
I order you. ' [ Exit. 

MvusLin. Which way is the wind now? No matter; 
ſhe does not know what ſhe'd be at. If ſhe would but 
take my advice, —go abroad, vſiit every where, ſee the 
world, throw open her doors, give balls, aſſemblies, con- 
certs; ſing, dance, dreſs, ſpend all her money, run in debt, 
ruin her huſband ; there would be ſome ſenſe in that: the 
man would ſtay at home then to quarrel with her. She 
would have enough of his company. But no; mope, 
mope for ever; heigho! teaſe, teaſe, Muſlin, ſtep to 
William ; where's his maſter? When did he come 
home ? How long has he been up? A fine life truly !— 
J love to be in the faſhion, for my part. Bleſs me, I had 
like to have forgot. Mrs. Marmalet comes to my rout 
to night. She might as well ſtay away : ſhe is nothing 
but meer lumber. The, formal thing won't play higher 
than ſhilling whiſt. How the devil does ſhe think I can 
make a ſhilling party for her? There is no-fuch a thing 
now-a-days : no body plays ſhilling whiſt now, unleſs I was 
to invite the trades-people : but I ſhan't let myſelf n 
for Madam Marmalet, that I promiſe her. 


END OF THE FIRST ACT. 
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SCENE, an Apartment at Sir BAS. Consranrt's. 
Enter Sir BASHFUL. 
bir BaznrvL, 


D: I D not I hear a rap at the door? Ves, yes, 1 did 3 
I am right. The carriage is juſt now driving away, 
Who anſwers there? Sideboard; ſtep hither, Sideboard. 
I muſt know who it is: my wife keeps the beſt company 
in England. Hold, I muſt be wary. Servants love to 
pry into their maſter's ſecrets. _ | 
Enter SDbRBOARD. - 

8 BAsH. Whoſe carriage was that at the dane? ? 

Sxpx. The Dutcheſs of ien your honour. 
F Sir Bash. The Dutcheſs of Hurricane? (Walls 
aſide and ſmiles) A woman of great rank what did 
ſhe want? | 

SIDE. She has left this card for my Lady. 

Sir BasH. A card? Let me ſee it. (Reads.) The 

Dutcheſs of Hurricane preſents compliments to Lady Conſtant. 
See has left the hounds and the foxes, and the brutes that 
gallop after them, to their own dear ſociety for the reſt 
of the winter. Her Grace keeps Wedneſdays at Hurricane- 


Houſe for the reft of the winter. Make me thankful, here's 
a card from a Dutcheſs what have you there? 


SIDE, 
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$1DE, A yu” of Free, that have been left here this 
morning. 
Sir Basn. All theſe in one morning ? (loks at A 
Why I may as well keep an inn; may as well keep the 
Coach and Horſes in Piccadilly. (reads faſt) Lady 
Riot—Mrs. Allnight—The Dutcheſs of Garmine—look ye 
there, another Dutcheſs! Lady Baſſet—Lord Pleurifie— 
the Counteſs of Ratifie—Sir Richard Lung. Lord Lauda- 
num Sir Charles Valerian Lady Heftick—Lady Mary 
Gabble.— I can't bear all this, Sideboard ( aſde and ſmil- 
ing) I can't bear the pleaſure of it: all people of tip- top 
condition to viſit my wife 
Enter Fux NISEH. 

Sir Basn. What's the matter, F urniſh ? | 

Furn1sH. The matter, Sir ?—Nothing's the matter. 

Sir Basn. What are you about? Where are you 

going? What have you to do now ? 
FurnisH. Only to tell the chairmen they muſt take 
Black George with his flambeau with them this evening, 
and carry the chair to pay viſits for my lady. 

Sir Basy. An empty chair to pay viſits !—what po- 
lite ways people of faſhion have got of being intimate with 
each other !—(afide) Abſurd as it is, I am glad to ſee my 
wife keep pace with the beſt of them. I laugh at it, and 
yet I like it —Wounds ! I ſhall be found out by my ſer- 


vants. I tell you, Sideboard, and you, Mrs. Buſy Body, 


that your Miſtreſs leads a life of noiſe and hurry, and cards 
and dice, and vanity and nonſenſe, and I am reſolved to 
bear it no longer. — Don't I hear her coming ? | 

FurnisH. My lady is coming, Sir. 

Sir Bash. (aſide and ſmiling ) She looks charmingly. | 
—Now I'll tell her roundly a. piece of my mind. You 
ſhall ſze who commands in this houſe, : 

Enter 


30 THE WAT TO KEEP HIM, 


Enter Lady ConsTaNT. 

Sir Bas. (/fleals a lot) I could almoſt give up the 
point when I look at her.—-So, madam, I have * wy 
houſe full of duns again to day. 

© Lady Cons. Obliging creatures, to call fo * 
What did they want? | 
Sir Bas. Want! —what ſhould they want but 
money? 

Lady Cons. And you paid them, I ſuppoſe * 

Sir Basn, You ſuppoſe !—ſdeath, madam, what do 
you take me for? | 

Lady Cons. I took you for a huſband : my brother 
preſcribed you. But his preſcription has done me no 
good. | | 
Sir BASsH. Nor me either: I have had a bitter pill 
„ 

Lady Cons. But the pill was gilded for you. My 
fortune, I take it, has paid off the old _ mortgage 
on your eſtate. 

Sir BasH. And at the rate you go on, a new mort- 
gage will ſwallow up my eſtate.—I ſee you are an un- 
grateful woman. 

Lady Cons. That is, as you keep the account. 

Sir BasRH. And my accounts will ſhew it. Day after 
day nothing but extravagance to gratify your vanity. 
Did not I go into parliament to pleaſe you? Did not I 
go down to the Borough of Smote-and-Sot, and get drunk 
there for a whole month together ? Did not I get mobbed 
at the George and Vulture? and pelted and horſewhipped 
the day before the election? And was not I obliged to 
ſteal out of the town in a rabbit cart? And all this to be 
ſomebody, as you call it? Did not I ſtand up in the houſe 
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to make a ſpeech, to ſhew what an orator you had 
married? And did not I expoſe myſelf? Did I know whe- 
ther I ſtood upon my head or my heels for half an hour 
together? And did not a great man from the Treaſury- 
bench tell me never to ſpeak again? 

Lach Cons. And why not take his advice? 

Sir BASsH. What in the name of common ſenſe had I 
to do in Parliament? My country! what's my country to 
me? The debts of the nation, and your gaming debts are 
nothing to me. I muſt help to pay both, muſt I? I can 
vote againſt taxes, and I can advertiſe in the Gazette to 
ſecure me from your nas can I have not lived in 
the Temple for nothing. 

FurnisH. He flept there, and calls it ſtudying the 


law. 

Sir Basn. Hold you your tongue, Mrs. Pert: leave 
the room. Go both about your buſineſs. 

[ Exeunt Furniſh and Sideboard. 

Sir Basn. (aſide) J have kept it up before my ſervants. 
( Looks at Lady Conſtant) She is a fine woman after all. 

| Lady Cons. Is there never to be an end of this uſage, 

Sir? Am to be for ever made unhappy by your humours ? 

Sir BasH. Humours ! good ſenſe and ſound judgment, 
in the fine lady's dictionary, are to be called humours ? . 

Lady Cons. And your humours are now grown in- 
ſupportable. 

Sir Bas. Your profuſion is inſupportable. At the 
rate you go on, how am I to find money for my next elec- 
tion Af you would but talk this matter over coolly—She 

talks like an angel, and I wiſh I could ſay (afide) the fame 
of myſelf. —W hat will the world think? Only command 
your temper—what will they think, if FN am . to > en- 
. your way of life? - 


Lady | 
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' Lady, Cons. Amuſe yourſelf that way, Sir,—Avoid 
one error, and run into the oppoſite extreme. 


Sir Bash. (aſide) There; a tranſlation from Ho- 


race]! Dum vitant ſtulti vitia—She is a notable woman. 
Lady Cons. Let me tell you, there is not in life a more 


_ ridiculous: ſight than the perſon, who guards, with imagi- 
- nary: wiſdom, againſt one giant-vice, and leaves himſelf 
open to a million of abſurdities. | 


Sir Bash. (aſide) I am nothing to her in argu- 


| ment—ſhe has a tongue that can reaſon me out of my 


ſenſes could almoſt find it in my heart to tell her the 
whole truth.— Vou know, my Lady Conſtant, that when 
you want any thing in reaſon— 

Lady Cons. Is it unreaſonable to live with . 
Is it unreaſonable to keep the company my rank and edu- 
cation have entitled me to? Is it unreaſonable to conform 
to the modes of life, when your fortune can ſa well afford 
it? | 
Sir Basn. (aft ide) She is a very reaſonable woman, 
and I wiſh I had but half her ſenſe. —You know I am 


good- natured in the main, and if a ſum of money within a 


moderate compaſs—If a brace of hundreds—(afide) why 
ſhould not I make it three :I know that you have con- 


trated habits of life, and (in a ſoftened tone) habit, I know, 


is not eaſily conquered: and if three (/miling) hundred 
pounds will prevent diſputes, why (ſmiling ) as to the matter 
of three hundred pound | 
Enter FURNISH, with a band-box. | 
Fukxish. Your Ladyſhip's things from the milliner's. 
Sir BAsH. Death and fury! this woman has over- 
heard me. Three hundred pounds, Madam ! (in a violent 
paſjion) let me tell you that three hundred pounds what 
right have you to ſhovel away three hundred pounds? 


"EY 
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| Lady Cons, Why does: the man fly out into ſuch a | x9 
paſſion ? | 
Sir BAsH. I will allow no ſuch doings ir in \ ny houle, 
Don't I often come when my hall is beſieged with a par- 
cel of powder-monkey ſervants? And did not. I the other 
day, before I could get into my own doors, entangle my- 
ſelf among the chairmen's poles, and was not I Spe | 
there, like a man in the ſtocks? 
Lady Cons. Why would you be ſo aukward ? KP 
Sir Bay. An eternal ſcene of routs and drums. 
Have not I ſeen you put the fee ſimple of a ſcore of my 
beſt acres upon a ſingle card? And have not I muttered j 
to myſelf, & if that woman was as much in love with me as 
« ſhe is with P Am, what an excellent wife ſhe would make? 
Lady Cons. Pam is very obliging: why won't you 
ſtrive to be as agreeable ? 
Sir Bas. Sdeath, Madam! you are ſo fond of how, 
that I ſhould not wonder to ſee my next child marked on 
the forehead with a pair royal of aces. 
FURNISH. I am ſure you deſerve to be marked on the 
forehead with a pair of— _ 


Sir Basy, Malapert huſſey do you 1 meddle ? Diwan 
this moment. 


(Exit Furniſb.) 
Lady Cons. Fy upon it, Sir Baſhful! I am tired of 
bluſhing for you, 


Sir Ban. I am afraid I have gone too far: ſhe is 
aſhamed of me. (aſide) 
Lady Cons, You agreed to a ſeparation the other 


day, and there remains nothing but to execute e 
and make an end of all this diſquiet. 


Sir Basn. A ſeparate maintenance wil go but a little 
ES D 4 
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way to anſwer the bawling of Milliners, AT Jewellets, | 
and gaming debts. 

| © Lady Cons. It wilt purchaſe content, and nothing 
ean obtain that under your roof. 

Li, Bax. (Aft) 1 have ſhot my Bott too far—1 
fancy, my Lady Conſtant, that you don't know the, We 
might explain matters, and-ſdeath! (afide) I am going 
to blab—I fay, madam, if you underſtood me rightly—as 
to the authority of a huſband, I might, perhaps, be brought 
to pive it up, in patt at leaſt ; and if nobody was the wiler, 


I might Eotinive—Po! confuſion! . in by 
chat OY 


Date Eta: 
Fonoren,”” A ſervant from Mrs. Lovemore, Madam, | 
to know== | 
Sir BasH, The g F of a huſband I never will 
give uf, * 
Lach Cons. A ſterm, 4 whirlwind Is fitter to con- 
verſe with. 
Sir BAsH. 1 will ſtorm le a whirlwind in my own 
- houſe, I have done, madam 3 you aft an ungovernable 
woman affde and filing) the is a charming woman, 
and if nobody ſaw it, I would let her govern me with all 
my apr | 
N 1 Exit. 
Lady Cons. Did any body ever ſee ſuch behaviour ? ? 
 Fonxtsti. Never, and how your ag hoy bears it, 1 
can't tell. 
Tach Coſts. That it Hould be my fate to be married 
to ſuch a quickfantl! What does Mrs. Lovemore fay ? 
FurnisH. If your ladyſhip will be at home, the in- 


tends to do herſelf the pleaſure of waiting upon you, 
— 


Lady 


. 
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Tad Cons. Very well; I ſhall be at heine. Upon 
recollection, I want to ſee her. Let the ſervant wait: 'I 


„ 13 Laut. 
* c EN E, Another Apartment. 4 8 
Enter Sir BASHFUL and LOVEMORE. 5 58 
Sir Basn. Walk i in, Mr. Lovemore, walk i in. 1 am 
heartily glad to ſee you. This is kind. 
Lovx. Iam ready, you ſer, to attend the call of friend- 
ſhip. 
Sir Basn. Mr. Lovemore, you. are a friend indeed. 


Loves. You do me honour, Sir Baſhful. And your 
lady, how does ſhe do ? 


Sir Bash. Perſectly well: In great ſpirits. (ſmiling 


at Lovemore L never faw her look better : but we have 


had t' other ſkirmiſh ſince I ſaw you. 
Love. Another! | I 
Sir Bas. Ay, another; and I did not bate her an ace. 
She is a rare one to argue. She is fit to diſcuſs a point 


with any man. Nobody like her. Wit at will. I thought 


I managed the diſpute, and that I ſhould ſoon have had her 
at what you call a non-plus. But no, no; no ſuch thing 


ſhe can give) you a ſharp. turn in a moment. 


Love. Ay! i 
Sir Bash. Give her her due, I am nothing to her, 
I thought I had her faſt, but ſhe went round me quick as 
lightning; and would you believe it? (looks highly pleaſed) 
She did not leave me a word to ſay. 

Love. Well! that was hard upon you. 

Sir BAS. No, not hard at all. Thoſe little victories 
I don't mind. You know I told you I had ſomething 


for your private ear. _ Have mou obſerved nothing odd and 
ſingular i in me? 


D 2 pang Love. 
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Lovz. Ndtin the leaſt.” In the whole circle of my 
acquaintance I know no body, ſo little tinged with oddity. 

Sir BasH. What, have you ſeen nothing? (/aughs) 
Have you remarked, Mig particular in Tye to my 
wife ? 


Love. ' Why, you a don? t five happy with her: but that 


is not a ſingular caſe. a 
Sir BAsH. But | tell you=this muſt be; in confidence 
—T am, at the bottom, a very odd fellow. 7 


Lovs. Lou do yourſelf injuſtice, Sir Baſhful. 

Sir Basg. No, not in the leaſt. It is too true—T am. 
in the main a very odd fellow; T: am indeed; as odd a fiſh 
as lives; and you muſt have poor it before now. 
LovE. I ſee it 14 am not apt to spy defects in EE 
friends. What can this be? ? You are not jealous, I hope. 

Sir Bas. Vou have not hit the right nail on me 


head. No, not jealous. Do her juſtice, I am ſafe as to 


that point. My . has high notions of honour, No, 
it is not that. 

Loves. Not a ray of light to guide me : explain, Sir 
Bafhful. 5 

Sir Bas H. tute ng at him) You tg” never have 
imagined it. But firſt let me ſhut this door. ER 

Love. What whim has got poſſeſſion of him now ? ? 

Sir Basn. Mr. Lovemore, I have great dependance 
upon vou. I am going to make a diſcovery—l bluſh at 
the very thought of it (Turns away.) 

' Lovs. Be a man, Sir Baſhful 3. . out with it at once; 
let me adviſe you. | 

Sir BASH. The very thing 1 with, The affair is— 
but then if he ſhould betray me! Mr. Lovemore, I 
doubt you, and yet eſteem you. © Some men there are, who, 
when a confidence is Tepoſed in them, take occaſion from 

thence 
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thence'to hold a hihk over their friend; and tyrannize him 
all the reſt of his days. 

Love. Ofy! this is ungenerous. True frjendſhip i is 
of another quality: it feels from ſympathy ; honour is the 
active ven e * the Rrictelt N ag is an inviolable 
rule. 

Sir Bas, Mr. Lene I have no further doubt 
ſtay; did not you hear a noiſe? Don't I ſee a ſhadow 
moving under the bottom of that door? ( goes to the door ) 

Love. What has got into his head ? | 

Sir BASH. (Looking out) Servants have a 9 r 
liſtening. 


Love. Rank jealouſy !_ he has it chrough the very 
brain! 

Sir BasH. No, no; all's ſafe. Mr. Lovemore, I will 
make you the depoſitory, the faithful depeſitory of a ſecret : 
let it paſs from the bottom of my heart to the inmoſt 
receſs of yours: there let it reſt concealed from every 
prying eye.—My inclination—There I ſee a laugh 
already forming in every feature of your face. 

Love. Then my face is no true index of the mind. 
Were you to know the agitations in which you keep me 
by this ſufpenſe— 

Sir BAsH. I believe it. To make an end at once, my 
inclinations are totally changed—no, not changed, but 
they are not what they ſeemed to be. Love is the paſſion 
that poſſeſſes me—I am in love, and—(turns from him) 
and I am aſhamed of myſelf, | 

Love. Aſhamed! Love is a noble paſſion : but don't 
let me hear any more about it. Lady Conſtant will diſ- 
cover all, and then the blame will fall on me. If your 
heart reyolts from her, don't let me be thought in league | 
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with you. You need not involve me in a re with her 
ladyſhip. 

Sir Bas8n. You don't take me Sake, You are white, 
quite wide of the mark. Hear me out, 

. Lovs. No, no more. You muſt excuſe me, 

Sir BasH. You ſhall hear me. The object of my 
_ paſſion, this charming woman, whom I doat on to diſ- 
traction 

Love. Your 8 ; I won't hear it—( walks away 
from him) When her ladyſhip hears of his gallantry, the, 
devil is in the dice, if the ſpirit of revenge does nat mould 
her to my purpoſes. 

Sir BasH. (following Lovemore) I fay, Mr, Love- 
more, this adorable creature 

Love. Keep your ſecret, Sir Baſhful. 1 him) 

Sir BASH. (following hin) Who looks ſo lovely in 
my eyes 

Love, Well; I don't deſire to know her, 

Sir Bas, You do know her. (following im) This 
idol of my heart is my own wife. 
LovkE. (fares at him) Your own wife | 

Sir Bash. Yes, my own wife. (looks filly, and turns 
away) 'Tis all over with me: I am undone, 

Love. This is the moſt unexpected diſcovery. 

Sir Bas. Look ye there now; he laughs at me 
already. 

Love. (afide) His wif muſt not know this. The 
graſs.is cut under my feet if ſhe ever hears a word of it. 

Sir BASH, (aſide) He is ſtruck with amazement, 
and does not ſay a word to me. 

Love. (aide) I muſt not encourage him.—And can 
this be poſlible, Sir Baſhful? In love with your own wife | 
Sir BAasH, Spare my confuſion. I have made myſelf 

very 


_ 


very ridiculous. (laoks at _ and turns away). 1 know 
I have. 

Loves. Ridiculous ! F ar from: it, Can it | be wrong to 
love a valuable woman? Not to feel the impreſſions of 
beauty and'of merit were downright inſenſibility; but then 


we ſhould always admire with diſcretion. The folly of 


us married men conſiſts in letting our wives perceive the 
vehemence with which we love ; and the conſequence is, 
we are enſlaved for the reſt of our lives, I eguld truſt you 
with a ſecret, which, perhaps, would keep you in coun- 
| tenance, Could you imagine it? I love my wite. 

Sir Bas. How? 

Love. I am in love with my wife. 

Sir Basn. Oh! no, no hey! '(looking highly phaſed) 
I make me laugh. You don't love her, do you? 

Love. Paſſionately, tenderly ; with all the ardour of 
affection. 

Sir BAsu. Give me your hand. Ha! ha 1—I did 
not expect this. This is ſome relief. Ha ! ha ou have 
made me happy. And have you led the life you have done 
all this time, on purpoſe to conceal your regard from her ? 

Love. For that very purpoſe. I efteem her ; I love 
her; but I would not have her know it. 

Sir BAsH. No! 

_ Love. Upon no conſideration, nor ov I have the 
world know it, 

Sir Bagn. Perfectly right. 

Loys, To be ſure, Tell-your wife that you eſteem 
her good qualities, and admire her perſon, ſhe cries VIc- 
TORIA, falls to plundering, and then you muſt either break 
her chain, or wear it in the face of the world, a laughing 
ſtock for all your acquaintance, 

e Basn. That is what I have always been afraid of. 

D 4 Loy. 
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Love. Not without reaſon.” The world delights in 
ridicule, Do you know, if our ſecrets were to tranſpire, 
that we ſhould have nothing but wit, and raillery, and 
fleers, and taunts flying about our ears: | 
Sir Bash. But I haye taken good care. I have quar- 
relled with my lady ten times a day on purpoſe to cloak 
the affair, and prevent all ſuſpicion. 
Love. Admirable ! I commend your prudence. Be- 
ſides, my Lady Conſtant, you know, has ſome youthful 
vigour about her; a graceful perſon, and an eye that 
inflames deſire; and deſire at your time of life, you 
know | 

Sir Bas. Po! it is not for that; that is nothing, I 
wear admirably well, Mr. Lovemore. 

Love. Do you? 

Sir Basn. As * as ever; but I don't let hey 
know it. 

Love. Well! if you are diſcreet wn that Sala; you 
are a very Machiavel ! | 

Sir BAsH. Yes, yes; I fight AIRS (laughs) 

Love. Let nothing betray you. Be upon your guard: 
that is my own plan exactly. You want no advice from 
ws. -:- 7% 52 be 
Sir BAsH. Pardon me: you can aſſiſt me.—My dear 
brother ſufferer, give me your hand. We can in a fly my 
be of great uſe to each other, 

Love. As how? | | 
HSir Basn. I'II tell you. There are ſome things which 
you know our wives expect to be done. 

Love. So there Ra What the devil is he 
at now? 

Sir BasH. Now if you will aſſt me 

Love, You may depend upon my aſſiſtance. 
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Sir Bash. Thus it is: my wife, you know, keeps a 
power of company, and makes a great figure there, I 
could ſhew her in any company in 1 I wiſh the 
could fay the ſame of me. 

. Love. Why truly I wiſh ſhe could. 

Sir BasH. But that's out of the queſtion. Now if 
you will come into my ſeheme It muſt be a deep ſecret 
—How ? Is that Sir Brilliant's voice ? | 

Enter Sik BRILLIANT. 

Sir BRIL. Sir Baſhful, you ſee what attraction you 
have. Lovemore, I did not expect to ſee you here. 

Love. Nor did I expect you, Sir Brilliant. (afide) 

Sir Basn, Confuſion ! This unſeaſonable viſit 
( © 11 
Sir BRII. And your lady, is ſhe at home, Sir Baſhful? 

Sir BAsH. Her own people keep that account, Sir: I 
know nothing of her. 

Sir Brit. Nay, never talk ſlightingly of a lady bs 
poſſeſſes ſo many elegant accompliſhments. She has ſpirit, 
ſenſe, wit, and beauty. 

Sir BAsH. Spirit, ſenſe, wit, and beauty! ſhe 155 them 
all, ſure enough. Sir, I am no ſworn appraiſer, to take an 
inventory of her effects. (aſide) Hey, Lovemors | ( looks 
at him, and laughs) 

Love. (to Sir Baſhful) Vaſtly well. 

Sir BRIL. Is her ladyſhip viſible this morning? 

Sir BasH. Whether ſhe is viſible, or not, is no buſineſs 
of mine, but I know ſhe is unintelligible this morning, and 
incomprehenſible this morning. She has the vapours ; 
but your converſation, I ſuppoſe, will brighten her up for 
the reſt of the day. 
11 BRL, Why, as it happens, I have the rareſt piece 2 

| of 
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of news to communicate to her. Agvemore, you 475M 
Sir Amorous la Fool! 

_ Loys. He that was Sheriff the other day? Came up 
with an addreſs, and got himſelf knighted ? | 

Sir Brit. The fame, He declared he would live 
with his friends upon the ſame familiar footing as before, 
and his new dignities ſhould make no alteration. _ 

Sir BasH. I have ſeen the Knight. What of him? 

Sir BRILI. Poor devil. He is in ſuch a ſcrape ! 

Sir BAS$H, What's the matter ? Bubbled at play I 
ſuppoſe, _ 

Sir Bull. Worſe, much worſe. 

Love. He has been blackballed at one of the clubs? 

Sir BAsH. Or run through the body in a duel ? 

Sir BI. Why that's a ſcrape indeed: hut it is not 
that, | | | 
Sir Basj. What then? 

Sir BRL, $0 unfortunate a diſcovery ; he is fallen in 
love l cannot help laughing at him. 

Love. Po! fallen in love with ſome coquette, who 
plays off her airs, and makes a jeſt of him. 

Sir BasR. A young actreſs may th or an opera 
linger ? 

Sir BRII. No, you ; will never gueſs. Sir Baſhful,— 
like a filly devil, he is fallen in love with his own wife. 

Sir Basn, Fallen in love with his own wife ! {fares 
at him) 

Sir Ball. Ves; he has made up all quarrels bis; jear 
louſy is at an end, and he is to be upon his good behaviour 
for the reſt of his life. Could you expect this, Lovemore ? 

Love. No, Sir; neither I, nor my friend, vir Baſhful, 
expected wut. 
Sir 


* 
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Sir BasH. It i is a rokke of farprils to me. | (boking 
uneaſy) | 

Sir Brit, I Raf] it at my Lady Betty Scandal's, and 
we had ſuch a laugh : the whole company were in aſtoniſh- 
ment : whiſt ſtood ſill, quadrille laid down the cards, 
and brag was in ſuſpenſe, Poor Sir Amorous! it is very 
ridiculous, is not it, Sir Baſhful ? 

Sir Bas8#, Very ridiculous indeed, —(afide) My own 
caſe exactly, and my friend Lovemore's too. 

Sir BRII. The man is loſt, undone, ruined, dead and 
buried. | | i 

Love. (laughing) He will never be able to ſhew his 
face after this diſcovery. 15 . 

Sir BRII. Oh, never; *tis all oyer with him, Sir 
Baſhful, this does not divert you ; you don't enjoy it. 

Sir BasH. WhoT?—l—I—nothing can be more plea- 
fant, and—I—laugh as heartily as I poſſibly can. (forcing 
a laugh) 

Sir Br1L. Lovemore, you remember Sir 3 uſed 
to ſtrut, and talk big, and truly he did not care a pinch 
of ſnuff for his wife, not he; pretended to be as much at 
| eaſe as Sir Baſhful about his lady, and as much his own 
maſter as you yourſelf, or any man of pleaſure about town. 

Love. I remember him; but as to Sir Baſhful and 
myſelf, we know the world ; we underſtand life. 

Sir BasH. So we do; the world will never have ſuch 
a ſtory of us. Will they, Lovemore? 

Lovz. Oh! we are free: we are out of the ſcrape. 

Sir BRIL, Sir Amorous la Fool will be a proverb. 
Adieu for him the fide-box whiſper, the ſoft aſſignation, 
and all the jays of freedom. He is retired with his Pe- 
relope to love one another in the country; and next 
winter they will come to town to hate one another 


Sir 
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Sir Bas. Do you think it will end ſo? 

Sir BRII. No doubt of it. That is always the de- 
nouement of modern matrimony. But I have not told you 
the worſt of his caſe. Our friend, Sir Charles Wildhre, 
you know, was writing a comedy, and what do you think 

he has done? He has drawn the character of Sir r 
and made him the hero of the play. 

Sir Basy. What put him into a comedy ? | 

Sir Bx1t., Even ſo: it is called © The Amorous Huſ- 
ec band; or, The Man in Love with his own Wife.” 
Oh! oh! oh! oh! 

Lovx. We muſt ſend in time for places. (laughs 
with Sir Brilliant) 

Sir BasH. Lovemore carries it with an air. (ade) 

Sir Brit. Yes, we muſt ſecure places. Sir Baſhful, 
you ſhall be of the party. 

Sir BasH. The party will be very agreeable. I ſhall 
enjoy the joke prodigiouſly. Ha! ha! (forces a laugh) 

Love. Yes, Sir Baſhful, we ſhall reliſh the humour. 

(looks at him, and laughs.) 
2 Sir BRT. The play will have a run: the people of 
faſhion will crowd after ſuch a character. I muſt drive to 
a million of places and put it about; but firſt, with your 
leave, Sir Baſhful, I will take the liberty to give a hint 
of the affair to your lady. It will appear ſo ridiculous to 
her, 

Sir Ban. Do you think it will ? | 

Fir Brit, Without doubt: ſhe has never met with 
any thing like it : has ſhe, Lovemore ? 

Love. I fancy not: Sir Baſhful, you take care of that. 

Sir Bash. Yes, yes; I ſhall never be the town-talk. 
—Hey, Lovemore ! 


Sir 
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Sir BxII. Well, I'll ſtep and pay my reſpects to my 


Lady Conſtant. Poor Sir Amorous ! he will have his 
horns 1 to his coat of arms in a little time. Ha ! ha! 


[ Exit. 
Sir BASH. There, you ſee —— it is. I ſhall get 


lampooned, be-rhymed, and niched into a comedy. 

Love. Po! never be frightened at this. Nobody 
knows of your weakneſs but myſelf, and 1. can't betray 
your ſecret for my own ſake. 

Sir BAsH. Very true. 

Love. This diſcovery ſhews the neceſſity of con- 
cealing our loves. We muſt act with caution, Give my 
Lady no reaſon to ſuſpect that you have the leaſt regard 
for her. | 

Sir. BAsH. Not for the world. 

Love. Keep to that. 

Sir Basn. I have done her a thouſand kindneſſes, but 
all by ſtealth; all in a ſly way. 

Love. Have you? 

Sir Bash. Oh! a multitude, I'Il tell you.—She has 
been plaguing me a long time for an addition to her 
jewels. She wants a diamond croſs, and a better pair of 
diamond buckles. Madam, ſays I, I will have no ſuch 
trumpery ; but then goes I and beſpeaks them of the firſt 
jeweller in town.—All under the roſe. The buckles are 
finiſhed : worth five hundred ! She will have them this 
very day, without knowing from what quarter they come 
can't but laugh at the contrivance—the man that 
brings them will run away directly, without faying a 
word. (laughs heartily) ; 

Loy. Sly, ſly.— Lou know what you are about. 

Sir BAsRH. Ay, let me alone (laughs with Love- 

more) And then, to, cover the deſign ſtill Were, when I 
ſee 
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ſee her wear her baubles, I can take occaſion to be as 
jealous as bedlam. | 

Lovxæ. So you can: ha! ha!l—(afide) 1 wiſh he 
may never be jealous of me in good earneſt. | 

Sir Basn. Give me your hand. (looks at bim, and 
laughs) I am ſafe I think. 

Love. (laughing with him) PerfeAly ſafe—(afide ) if 
It was not for his own folly. 

Sir BasH. But I was telling you, Mr. Lovemore ;— 
we can be of eſſential uſe to each other. 

Love. As how pray ? 

Sir BasH. Why, my lady i is often i in want of money. 
It would be ridiculous in me to ſupply her. Now if you 
will take the money from me, and pretend to lend it to 
her, out of friendſhip, you know 

Lovzk. Nothing can be better—(a/ide) Here is a 
fellow. pimping for his own horns.—I ſhall be glad to 
ſerve you. 


Sir Basn. I am for ever abliged to you—here, here; 
take it now—here it is in bank notes —one, two, three; 
there is three hundred—give her that, and tell her you 
have more at her ſervice to-morrow or next day, if her 
occaſions require it, ; 

Love. My good friend, to oblige you. ( takes the 
money) This is the rareſt adventure! 

Sir BasH. I'll do any thing for you in return. 

Love. I ſhall have occaſion for your friendſhip that 
is to a me, if you find me out. (aſide) 

Sir Basny. Loſe no time; ſtep to her now—hold, 
hold ; Sir Brilliant is with her, a 

Love. I can diſmiſs him. Rely upon my friendlhip: . 
I will make her ladyſhip eaſy for you. 

Sir BasH. It will be kind of you. 

. Ps TY Love, 
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Love. It thall be ber own fault it 1 den-. 
Sir Basy. A thouſand thanks to you—yell, is not 
this the rareſt project? 
Love. It is the neweſt 2 ſatisfying a man's 
wife! 8 
Sir Bas R. Ay! let this head bf mine alone. 
Love. (afide) Not if I can help it. Huſh I hear 
Sir Brilliant; he is coming down ſtairs. I'll take this 
opportunity, and ſtep to her ladyſhip now, 
Sir BasH. Do fo, do fo. 
Love, I am gone. (afide) Who can blums te now 
if I cuckold this fellow ? ” "TW 
Sir Basn. Proſper you, proſper you, Mr. Lovemore. 
Make me thankful : he is a true friend: I don't know 
what I ſhould do without him. 
Enter Sik BRILLIANT. | 
Sir BRI. Sir Baſhful, how have you managed this? 
Fir BAsH. I have no art, no management. What's 
the matter ? ; TP | 455 
Sir BRIL. I don't know what you have done, but 
your lady laughs till ſhe is ready to expire at what I have 
been telling her. 


Sir Basn. And fthe thinks Sir Amorous la Fool an 
object of ridicule ? 

Sir Brit, She does not give credit to a ſingle ſyllable 
of the ſtory. A man that loves his wife would be a Phœ- 
nix indeed]! Such a thing might exiſt formerly, but in 
this poliſhed age is no Where to be found. That's her 
opinion of the matter. | 

Sir BasH. (laughs) A whimſical notion of hers | 
and ſo ſhe thinks you may go about with a lanthorn to 
find a man that ſets any value upon his wife ? 


Sir. 
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Sir Brit. You have managed to convince her of it. 


How the devil do you contrive to govern ſo fine a wo- 


man ? I know ſeveral, without her pretenſions, who have 
long ago thrown olt all reſtraint, You keep up your 


dignity. 


Sir BASH. Tes, I know what I am about. 

Sir BRII. You !—you are quite in the faſhion.— 
Apropos; I fancy I ſhall want you to afford me your aſ- 
ſiſtance. You know my Lady Charlotte Modelove ? She 
has a taſte for the Theatre : at Bell- Grove place ſhe has 
an elegant ſtage, where her ſelect friends amuſe themſelves 
now and then with a repreſentation of certain comic pieces. 
We ſhall there act the new comedy, but we apprehend 
ſome difficulty in the arrangement of the ſeveral charac- 
ters. Now you ſhall act Sir Amorous, and- 

Sir Basn. I ach, Sir I know nothing of the character. 

Sir BRIIL. Po! ſay nothing of that. In time you may 
reach the ridiculous abſurdity of it, and play it as well 
as another, 

Sir BasH. (aſide) Confufion ! he does not ſuſpeQ, I 
hope—divert yourſelves, Sir, as you may; but not at my 
expence I promiſe you. 

Sir BRIL. Never be ſo abrupt. Who knows but 
Lady Conſtant may be the happy wife, the Cara Spoſa of 
the piece ! and then, you in love with her, and ſhe laugh- 
ing at you for it, will give a zeſt to the humour, which 
every body will reliſh in the moſt exquiſite degree. 

Sir BasH. Po! this. is too much. You are very 
pleaſant, but you won't eaſily get me to play the fool. 

Sir BRII. Well, conſider of it. I ſhall be delighted 
to ſee my friend Sir Baſhful tied to his wife's apron-ſtring, 
and with a languiſhing look melting away in admiration of 

her 
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her 8 Oh! ho! ho ho . * a 2 


good morning, Sir Baſhful. [ Exit. 
Sir Basn, I don't know what to make of all this. 
But there is no danger. As long as no body knows it, I 
may venture to love my wife. There will be no harm, 
while. the ſecret. is kept cloſe as night, concealed in ten- 
fold darkneſs, from the wits and ſcoffers of the age. 
Enter LovEMoRE. 

Sir Bas. Well, well?—how ? what have you done? 

Love. As I could wiſh: ſhe is infinitely obliged to 
me, and will never forget the civility. 


Sir BasH, A thouſand thanks to you. I am not ſuſ- 


pected? © 


Lovz. She has not a diſtant idea of you in this buſi- 


neſs. She was rather delicate at firſt, and heſitated, and 


thought in an indecorum to accept of money even from a 


friend. But that objection ſoon vaniſhed. I told her, it 
is but too viſible that ſhe is unfortunately yoked with a 
huſband, whoſe. humour will never be ſoftened down to 
the leaſt compliance with her inclinations. ' 

Sir BasH. That was well ſaid, and had a good effect, 
I hope. 

Love. I hope ſo too. 

Sir Bash. It helps to carry on the plot, you know. 

Love. Admirably ; it puts things in the train I wiſh, 


Sir BasH. And fo, to cover the deſign, you gave me 


the worſt of charaQters ? 

Love. I painted you in terrible colours. 

Sir Bas RH. Do ſo always, and ſhe will never ſuſpect 
me of being privy to any civility you may ſhew her. 

Love. I would not have you know any thing of my 
civility to her for the world. (afide) J have ſucceeded thus 
far. I talked a few muſty ſentences, ſuch as the perſon 
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who receives a Civility, confers the obligation, with more 
jargon to that purpoſe, and ſo With ſome reluctance ſhe 
complied at laſt, and things are now upon the footirig I 
wotild have them.—Death and fury! there comes my wife. 
Sir BAG. Ay, and here comes my wife. | 
Loves. What the devil brings her hither ? | 
Sir Bas. (aſide) Now, now; now let me ſee how he 
will carry it before Mrs. Loveinore.—Walk i in, AM 35 
walk i in, Mrs. Lovemore. 


Enter Mrs. LovemoRE, and Lavy ConsTANT, at 
| oppoſite doors. | 
Lady Cons. Mrs. Lovemore, to ſee you abroad is a 

novelty indeed. 

Mrs. Love. As great, perhaps, as that of finding IE 

ladyſhip at home. Mr. Lovemore, I did not expect to 

have the pleaſure. of meeting you. 

Love. Then we are both agreeably 53 BY 

Sir BASH. Now mind how he behaves. (fide) 

Mrs, Love. I thought you were gone to your city- 
banker. 

Love. And you find that you are miſtaken. 1 have 
deferred it till the evening—(a/ide) ?Sdeath ! to be teaſed 
in this manner. We 
Sir Bash. (aſide) No, no; he won't drop the maſk. 

(looks at Lady Conſtant) She has touched the caſh; I can. 
ſee the bank-notes ſparkling in her eyes. 

Mrs. Love. If you don't go into the city till the 
evening, may I hope for your company at dinner, Mr. 
Lovemore ? | 

Love. The queſtion is entertaining, but as it was 


ſettled this morning, I think it Has loſt the graces of 
novelty. 


$ir 
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Kir Bas. He won't let her have the leaſt ſuſpicion 
of his regard. (aſide) 

Lady Cons. I dare ſay Mr. Lovemore will dine at 
home, if it conduces to your happineſs, Ma'am; and Sir 
Baſhful, I take it, will dine at home for the Gy 
reaſon. 

Sir BasH. Madam, I will dine at home, e or I will 
dine abroad, for what reaſon I pleaſe, and it is my pleaſure 


to give no reaſon for either. Lovemorę ( looks at him, 


and ſmiles) 

Lovs. (aſide to _ Baſhful ) 70 hat a block - 
head it is 

Mrs. Love. As you have your chariot at the door, 
Mr. Lovemore, if you have no objection, I will ſend away 
my chair, and you may do me the honour of a place in 
your carriage. | 

Love. The honour will be very great to me, but 
ſo many places to call at.—If I had known this ſooner 
Vou had better keep your chair. | 

Sir BasH. (afide) Cunning! cunning! he would 
not be ſeen in his chariot with her for the world. He has 
more diſcretion than I have, 


Lady Cons. Mrs. Lovemore, 8 you have, at laſt, 


ventured to come abroad, IJ hope you will think it a change 
for the better. You are too domeſtic. I ſhall expect now 
to ſee you often: and apropos, I am to have a rout to- 

| morrow evening; if you will do me the honour of your 
company— | 
Sir BasH. A rout to-morrow evening! you have a 
rout every evening, I think, Learn of Mrs. Lovemore ; 
imitate her example, and don't let me have your hurricane 


months all the year round in my houſe, —Hip ! (aſide) 


Lovemore, how do you like me ? 
E 2 Lovx. 
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Love. (afide to Sir Baſbful) You improve. upon it 
every time. But I am loitering here as if I had nothing 


to do. My lady Conſtant, I have the honour to wiſh 


your ladyſhip a good morning. Sir Baſhful, yours 
Madam (bow. gravely to Mrs. Lovemore, hums a tune, 
and Exit.) 

Sir BasH. (aſide) He knows how to play the game. 
I'll try what I can do. Mrs. Lovemore, I have the 
honour to wiſh you a good morning. Madam—{bows 
gravely to Lady Conſtant, hums a tune, and Exit.) 

Mrs. Love. Two ſuch huſbands ! | 

Lady Cons. As to my ſwain, I grant you: Mr. 
Lovemore is, at leaſt, well-bred ; he has an underſtanding, 
and may, in time, reflect. Sir Baſhful never qualifies 
himſelf with the ſmalleſt tincture of civility, | | 

Mrs. Love. If civility can qualify the draught, 1 
muſt allow Mr. Lovemore to have a ſkilful hand. But 
there is no end to his projects. Every day opens a new 
ſcene. Another of his intrigues is come to light. I came 
to conſult with your ladyſhip. I know you are acquainted 


with the widow Bellmour. 


Lady Cons. The widow Bellmour ? I know her per- 
fectly well. | 

Mrs. Love. Not ſo well, perhaps, as you may ima- 
gine. She has thrown out the lure for my wild gallant, 


Lady Cons. My dear, you muſt be miſtaken. Who 
tells you this ? 
Mrs. Loves. Oh! I can truſt to my intelligence, 
Sir Brilliant Faſhion, by way of blind to me, has been 
this morning drawing ſo amiable a picture of the lady 
Lady Cons. Sir Brilliant's authority is not always the 
beſt, but in this point you may truſt to him, 


Ars. 
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Mrs. Love. But when you have heard all the circum- 
ſtances— 

Lady Cons. Depend upon it, you are wrong. I 
know the widow Bellmour, Her turn of character, and 
way of thinking— 

Mrs. Love. Excuſe me, Madam, You decide with- 
out hearing me, | 

Lady Cons. Alt ſcandal, take my word for it. How- 
ever, let me hear your ſtory. We'll adjourn to my dreſ- 
ſing- room, if you will; and I promiſe to confute all you 
can ſay.—I would have you know the widow Bellmour : 
you will be in love with her. My dear Madam, have not 
you a tinge of jealouſy ?—Beware of that malady. If you 
ſee things through that medium, I ſhall give you up : 


That jaundice of the mind, whoſe colours ſtrike 


On friend and foe, and paint them all alike, 


END OF THE SECOND ACT. 
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A c T . 


SC ENE, An Apartment at the Widow BELL 
* - MovuR's: ſeveral chairs, a toilette, a book-caſe, 
and a harpfichortl diſpoſed up and down. 


5 | MiGniontrT (putting things in order). 


1 DON'T well know what to make of this ſame - 
Lord Etheridge. He is coming here again to-day, I ſup- 
poſe : all this neatneſs, and all this care muſt be for him.— T7 
Well, it does not ſignify: (arranging the chairs) there is 
a pleaſure in obeying Madam Bellmour. She is a ſweet 
| lady, that's the truth of it. —T'were a pity any of theſe 
Ws: men, with their deceitful arts, ſhould draw her into a 
| ſnare, —But ſhe knows them all. They muſt riſe early 
who can outwit her. (ſettling the toilette) 


Enter Mrs, BELLMOUR, reading. 
Oh! bleſt with temper, whoſe unclouded ray | I; 
Can make to-morrow cheerful as to-day ; 
She who can own a ſiſter's charms, and hear 
Sighs for a daughter with unwounded ear; 
That never anſwers till a huſband cools, 
And if ſbe rules him, never oo Lo rules. 


——- Senſible, elegant Pope! 


| Charms by accepting, by ſubmitting ſways, 
| Yet has her humour moſt, when ſhe obeys. 
I | (ſeems to read « on) 


Mw. Mi6n. 


„ 85 


Mien. Lord love my miſtreſs e 4 charming, | 


fo gay, and ſo happy! ow 

Mrs. Bris. Theſe exquiſite characters of women! 
they are a ſort of painter's gallery, where one ſees the por- 
traits of all one's acquaintance, and ſometimes we ſee our 
| own features too. Mignionet, put this book in its place. 

Micx. Yes, Ma'am; and there's your toilette looks as 
elegant as hands can make it. | 

Ars. BELL. Does it? I think it does. Vou have 
ſame taſte. Apropos, where is my new ſong ?——Oh ! 


here it is: I muſt make myſelf miſtreſs of it. (plays upon 


the harpſichord, and ſings a little) I believe I have con- 
quered it. (riſes, and goes to her toilette) This hair is 
always tormenting me, always in diſorder : this lock muit 
be for ever gadding out of its place. I muſt and will 
ſubdue it. Do you know, Mignionet, that this is a pretty 
ſong? It was writ by my Lord Etheridge. My Lord has 
a turn. (/ings @ little) I muſt be perfect before he comes. 
(bums the tune) Do you know that I think my Lord is 
one of thoſe men who may be endured ? 

Micn. Yes, Ma'am, I know you think ſo. 

Ars. BELL. Do you? 

Micn. And if I have any ſkill, Ma'am, you are not 
without a little partiality for his lordſhip. 

Art. BELL. Really? Then you think I like vim, 
perhaps. Do you think I like him? I don't well know 
how that is. Like him! no, not abſolutely; it is nat 
decided : and yet I don't know, if I had a mind to hu- 


mour myſelf, and to give way a little to inclination, there 


is ſomething here in my heart that would be buſy, I be- 
lieve.— The man has a ſoftneſs of manner, a turn of wit, 
and does not want ſentiment. Can I call it ſentiment ? 
Yes, I think I may. He has ſentiment; and then he 

| Ed knows 
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knows the manners, the uſage of the world, and he points 

out the ridicule of things with ſo much humour | 
| Mien. You'll be caught, Ma'am, I ſee that To 
be ſure, my lord has a quality-air, and can make him-. 
ſelf agreeable. But what of that? You know but very 
little of him. Is a man's character known in three or 
four weeks time? (Mrs. Bellmour hums a tune) Do, 
my dear Madam, mind what I ſay: I am at times very 
conſiderate, I make my remarks, and I ſee very plainly . 

-Lord, Ma'am, what am I doing? I am talking to 
you for your own good, and you are all in the air, and no 
more mind me, no, no more than if I was nothing at all. 

Mrs. BELL, (continues humming a tune) You talk 
wonderfully well upon the ſubject; but as I know how the 
cards lie, and can play the beſt of the game; and as I 
have a ſong to amuſe me, one is inclined to give muſical 
nonſenſe the preference. 

Micn. I aſſure you, Ma'am, I am not one of thoſe - 
ſervants, . that bargain for their miſtreſs's inclinations : 
but you are going to take a leap in the dark, What 
does my Lord Etheridge mean, with his chair always 
brought into the hall, and the curtains cloſe about his ears ? 
Why does not he come like himſelf, and not care who 
ſees him? There's ſome myſtery at the bottom, I'll be 
ſworn there is; and ſo you'll find at laſt.—Dear heart, 
Ma'am ! if you are determined not to liſten, what ſignifies 
my living with you? At this rate, I am of no ſervice to 
you. 8 | 

Ars. Bell. There z—I have conquered my ſong. 
(runs to her glaſs) How do I look to-day? The eyes 
do well enough, I think. — And fo, Mignionet, you ima- 
gine J ſhall play the fool, and marry my Lord Etheridge? 


Mian, 


A COMEDY. 


Mien. You have it through the — heart of * 

| I ſee that. 
| Mrs. Beit, Do you? don? t know what to > fay to 

* Poor Sir Brilliant Faſhion ! if I prefer his rival, what 

will become of him ?—I won't think about it. 


| Enter Pour. 

Mrs. Saks What s the matter, Pompey ? 
PourEVY. A lady in a chair deſires to know if your 
ladyſhip is at home? - - 

Mrs. BELL. Has the lady no hag? | 

Pour Ev. Yes; I fancies ſhe has, Ma'am ; but ſhe did 
not tell it. | 

Mrs, BELL, How aukward !—well, ſhew the lady 
up ſtairs. _ 

Micr. Had not you better receive her in the drawing- 
room, Ma'am ? I have not half done my buſineſs here. 

Mrs. BELL. Oh! you have done very well. There 
will be leſs formality here. I dare ſay it is ſome intimate 
acquaintance, though that fooliſh boy does not recolle& 
her name. Here ſhe comes. I don't know her. 


Enter Mrs. LovemoRE. 


Mrs. Love. (diſconcerted) 1 beg pardon for this in- 
truſion. 

Mrs. BELL. Pray walk in, Ma'am. Mignionet, reach 
a chair. (Mrs. Lovemore croſſes the flage, and they ſalute 
eath other with an air of diftant civility) 

Mrs. Love. I am afraid this viſit from one who has 
not the honour of knowing you 


Ars. BELL. Oh make no apology, Ma' am.—Mig- 
nionet, you may withdraw, 


[Exit Mignionet. 
Mrs. Love. It may appear extraordinary that a 


ſtranger thus intrudes upon you ;—but a particular cir- 
| ; cum- 


| 
| 
ö 
f 
7 
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cumſtance determined me to take this liberty. L hope you 
will excuſe the freedom. | 
- Mrs; Biz. You do me honour, Mam: pray no 


_— A particular circumſtance, you fay? 


s. Lovs. I ſhall appear, perhaps, very ridiculous, 
and, geen I am afraid I have done the moſt abſurd thing 
but a lady of your acquaintance—you know my Lady 
Conſtant, Ma'am ? | 

Mrs. Beit. Extremely well. 

Mrs. Love. She has given you ſuch an 2miable cha- 
rafter for benevolence and a certain elegant way of think- 
ing, entirely your own, that I flatter myſelf, if it is in your 
power, you will 'be n enough to afford me ow 
aſſiſtance, | 

Ars. BELL. 10 Conſtant i is very obliging. Make 
a trial of me, Ma'am, and if I can be of any uſe—— _ 

Ars. Love. I fear I ſhall aſk you a ſtrange queſtion : 
Aare you acquainted with a gentleman of the name of 
Lovemore ? 

Mrs. BELL. Lovemore ? No ſuch name in my liſt.— 
Lovemore ? No ; I recollect no ſuch perſon. The circle 
of my nm Lam almoſt a ſtranger in 
town. 


Mrs. Love. That ki an end, Matam. I beg 


your pardon. I have given you an unneceſſary trouble, 
(going) 


Mrs. BELL. (afide) Mighty odd this ! her manner 
is intereſting. —You have given me no trouble, but my 
curioſity is excited. (takes her by the hand) I beg you 
will keep your chair. Pray be ſeated, —What can this 
mean? (gde) Will 5 be ſo 1 as to inform me, 
8 the gentleman, i is ? 

Ars, Lovs. The ſtary will be . to you, 


and 
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and 40 the it is painful. My grievances ( puft ber 
handkerchief to ber eyts ) 


_ Ars. Bei. (afide) Her grief affefts me. (looks at 
her till ſhe has recovered herſe I would not importune 
too much— - l . | 

Mrs, Love, You have ſuch an ait of frankneſs and 
genetoſity, that I will open myſelf without referve : I have 
the tendereſt regard for Mr. Lovemote : I have been 
married to him theſe two years. T admired his under- 
ftanding, his ſenſibility, and his ſpirit, My heart was his; 
I loved him with unbounded paſfion. I thought the flame 


was mutual, and, you may believe, I was happy. But 
of late, there is ſuch a revolution in his temper! I know 


not what to make of it. I am doomed to be unhappy. 
Mrs. Bzii. Perhaps not: you 9850 ſtill have much 
in your power. 

Mrs. Lovx. My power is at kn bad Inſtead of the 
looks of affection, and the expreſſions of tenderneſs, with 
which he uſed to meet me, it is nothing now but cold, 
averted, ſuperficial civility ; while abroad he runs on in a 
wild career of pleafure, and to my deep affliction, has 
attached himſelf entirely to another object. 


Mrs. BELL. And if I had known Mr. Lovemore, do 


you imagine that my advice or perſuaſion would avail you 
any thing? 

Mrs. Love. I had ſuch a fancy, (ade) What can 
I think of her? 

Mrs. BELL. You are much miſtaken. In theſe caſes 
friends 'may interpoſe, but what can they do? They 
recommend a wife to the good will, the honour, and ge- 
neroſity of her hufband. But when a woman, who ſhould 
be eſteemed and loved, is recommended as an object of 
N is humbled indeed ; it is all over with her. 

4 | A wife 
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A wife ſhould recommend herſelf by the graces of her per- 
ſon, and the variety of her talents. Men will prove falſe, 
and if there is nothing in your complaint but mere gal- 


lantry on his fide, I proteſt I do not ſee that your e is 
10 very bad. _ 


' Mrs. Loves. Can it be worſe, Ma' am? 

Mrs. Belt. A great deal.—If his affections, inſtead 
of being alienated, had been extinguiſhed, what would be 
the conſequence ?—A downright, ſullen, habitual inſen- 
fibility, From that . lethargy of affection a man is not 
eaſily recalled. In all. Love's bill of mortality there is not 
a more fatal diſorder. But this is not the caſe with Mr. 
Lovemore : by your account, he ſtill has ſentiment; and 
where there is ſentiment, there is room to hope for an 
alteration, —But where the heart has loſt its feeling, you 
have the pain of finding yourſelf neglected; and for what? 
The man is grown ftupid, and to the warm beams of wit 
and beauty, as impenetrable as an ice-houſe. 

| Mrs, Love. That is not my complaint. I have to do 
with one, who is too ſuſceptible of impreſſions from wry 
beautiful object that comes in his way. 

Mrs. Beit, Why, ſo much the better. A new idea 
ſtrikes his fancy. He is inconſiaat, but after Ng 
and fluttering, he may ſettle at laſt, | 

Ars, Love. How light ſhe makes of it! ſhe apolo- 
gizes for him] (aſide) 

Mrs. BELL. And, <a the fault is on the woman's 
ſide.— N 

Mrs. Lovs. The virtue of my 3 8 

Ars. Beit. Oh! I would have laid my life you 
would be at that work. But virtue is not the queſtion at 
preſent. I ſuppoſe virtue; that is always underſtood. 
The fault I mean, is the want of due attention to the art 
of pleaſing, It is there that moſt women fail, In theſe 

times, 


„ A Soner 67 


times, virtue may be its own reward. Virtue alone can- 
not pleaſe the taſte of the age. It is la belle Nature, 
virtue embelliſhed by the adyantages of art, that men 
expect now-a-days. That is the whole affair: I would 
not make myſelf uneaſy, Ma'am. 

Mrs. Love. Not uneaſy, when his indifference does 
not diminiſh my regard for him! Not uneaſy, when 
the man I doat upon, no longer fixes his happineſs at home ! 
Mrs. BEII. Give me leave to ſpeak my mind freely. 
I have obſerved, when the fiend Jealouſy is rouſed, that 
women lay out a wonderful deal of anxiety. and vexation 
to no account; when, perhaps, if the truth were known, 
they ſhould be angry with themſelves inſtead of (heir huſ- 
bands. 


Mrs. Love. fg: with myſelf, Madam ! Calumny 
can lay nothing to my charge. 

Mrs. BELL. There again now! that is the folly of 
us all. | 

Mrs. Love. | And after being: 3 ſo long, and 
behaving all the time with ſuch an equality ! | 

Mrs. Beit. Ay, that equality is the rock ſo many 
ſplit upon. The men will change. Excuſe my freedom. 


They are ſo immerſed, in luxury, that gp mus have 
eternal variety in their happineſs. 


Mrs. Love. She juſtifies him |! (afide) | | 
Mrs. Bei. Your caſe. may not be deſperate: I would 
venture to lay a pot of coffee, that the. perſon who now 
rivals you in your huſband's affections, does it without 
your good qualities, and even without your beauty, by the 
mere force of agreeable talents, and ſome {kill in the art 

of pleaſing. _ 1 
Ars. Love. I am afraid that compliment — 
Ars. BELL. If I judge right, you are entitled to it. 
Let me aſk you: Do you know this formidable rival? 
"e's; 
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Mr. Lovz. There, I own, I am puzzled. 

Mrs. Bet. What fort of woman is ne): 

Mrs. Love. ' Formidable indeed! She has been de- 
ſcribed to me as one of "urns and rare. rr e. 1g 
ments. 
Mrs. Bert. Never throw up the cards for all that. 
Take my advice, Ma'am,—You ſeem to have qualities 
that may difpute your hufband's heart with any body ; but 
_ the exertion of thofe amiable qualities, I fear, may be 
ſuppreſſed. Excufe my frankneſs. You ſhould coun- 
teract your rival by the very arts, which ſhe employs 
againft you. I know a lady now in your very ſituation : 
and what does ſhe do? She conſumes herfelf with un- 
ceaſing jealouſy ; whereas, if ſhe would exert but half the 
pains the uſes in teaſing herſeif, to vie with the perſon who 
has won her huſband from her; to vie with her, I fay, in 
the art of pleaſing—for there it is a woman's pride ſhould 
be piqued—Would ſhe do that, take my word for it, 
victory would declare in her ſavour. You are not Witliput 
attractions; give them their energy, and you conquer. 

| Hrs. Love. Do you think fo, Ma'am'? | 

Mrs. BELL. Think fo! I am ſure of it. Vou muſt 

exert yourſelf, It is the wife's buſineſs to bait the hook 
for her huſband with variety. Virtue alone, by her own 
native charms, would d6, if the men. were perfect. But 
it is otherwiſe, and ſince vice can aſſume allurements, why 
ſhould not truth and j innocence have additional ornaments 

A175. Love, 1 find Sir Brilliant told me truth. (aſide) 

Mrs. Beit. Give me leave, Ma'am : I have been 
married, and am a little in the ſecret. To win a heart is 
eaſy; to keep it is the difficulty. After the fatal words 
« for better, for worſe,”” women relax into indolence, and 
while they are guilty of no infidelity, they think every thing 

l | | ſafe. 
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b But they are miſtaken : a great deal is wanting; an 
addreſs, a vivacity, a - deſire to pleaſe; the agreeable con- 
traſt; the ſenſe that pleaſes, the folly that charms—A 
Me: poet, PxTon, has ee by delicacy. kf 
Above the RPA arid ſettled rules | 
Of vice and virtue in the ſchobls, 
The better part ſhould ſet vile en 

A grace, a manner, a decorum. 

Mrs. Love. But when the natural temper —— 

Mrs. BELL. | Oh! the natural temper muſt be forced. 
Home muſt be made a place of pleaſure to the huſband. 


Hoy is that to be done? That equality, which you talk of, 


is a ſameneſs that palls and wearies. A wife ſhould throw 
infinite variety into her manner. She ſhould, as it were, 
multiply herſelf, and be, as it were, ſundry different 


women on different occaſions. The tender, the affec- 
tionate, the witty, the ſilent, all in their turns, all ſhifting 


the ſcene, and ſhe ſucceeding to herſelf as quick as light- 
ning. And this I take to be the whole myſtery ; ; the way 
to keep a man.—But I beg your pardon. I go on too 
faſt: you will think me the giddieſt creature. 

Ars. Lovs. Que the reverſe, M am; 3 vou are every 
obliging !— ; 

Mrs. BELL, have. tired myſelf and you too.—But 
pray, may I'now inquire, who was ſo kirid as to ingmate 
that I am acquainted with Mr. Lovemore? 

Ars. Lovs. It was a mere miſtake, I have given 
you a great deal of trouble. | You will excuſe my frank- 
neſs: I had heard that his viſits were frequent here. 


Mrs. Beit, His viſits frequent here | ! My Lady Con- 


ſtant could not tell you ſo? 
Mrs. Love. She told me quite the contrary. Ihe 
knows your amiable qualities, and does you juſtice. 
| | Mrs, 
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Mrs. BELI. The accident is lucky it has procured 
me the honour of your acquaintance. And I ſuppoſe, you 
imagined that 1 had robbed you of Mr. Lovemore's 
heart ?—Scandal will be buzzing about. I can laugh at 
every thing of that ſort, (a rap at the door) Oh! Heavens! 
. troubleſome viſit.— 7 rings a bell) 

Ko Enter N OY 

Mt. BELL. 1 am not at home. | Go, 5 give an 

anſwer. 
. Micn, It is Lord Etheridge, Ma'a am: He i is coming 
up ſtairs. The ſervants did not know you had changed 
your mind. g "Ins | i 
Mrs. BELL. Was ever any thing fo croſs? Tell his 
Lordſhip I have company; I am buſy; Lam not well; 
any thing, don't let him « come e in. Make haſte, apache 
I won't ſee him. 1 


£ 


_ Mrs, Love. | 1 beg I may 'not hinder you: : 1 hall ode 0 


111 3133 


my leave. 


n ö 
Mrs, BELL. | By n no means. Our converſation grows 


intereſting. . 1 poſitively will not ſee my Lord, 
Mrs. Love. I can't agree to that. You muſt ſee his 
Lordſhip. I can ſtep i into another room. | 
A. Brrt. Wil you be s 860d --Von will Rnd 
ſomething to amuſe you in that cabinet, (points to 4 door 
in the back Un We muſt talk further, 5 A Lord 72 t 


Nay long. + Acts 


OS a #*#S +X7 


"Hrs. 78 Very well: Pl contrive it. This is a 
lover of mine. A lover and a huſband are the ſame thing. 
Perhaps it will divert Jou t to hear how 1 manage him. 
I hear him on the ſtairs. Make haſte: Mignionet, ſhew 
the way. (Mrs. Lovemore and Mognionet go out at the back 
* ww OY: W p Mrs, 
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8 
Mes. B If. Let me ſee bow look to receive him. 


en L 1 GU 40 - "(runs to her glaſs) i 
| Bnter Ps wh A- and Garter, 4 as Lorp 
ETHERIDGE. _ 
Lovemort. 


4 1 heav'nhy' image in the glaſs appears, 
To that ſbe bends, to that her eyes An 
Repairs. her ſmiles——— b. 

Ars. BELL. | Repairs her ſmiles, my Lord! You are 
ſatirical this morning. Pray, my Lord, are my features 
out of n like an old houſe i in the e that wants 
a tenant? 

Lovx. Nay, now you wreſt. my  whals from their 
viſible intention. You can't ſuppoſe that I impute to ſuch 
perfect beauty the leaſt want of repair, whatever may be 
the caſe, Ma'am, with regard to the want of a tenant. 

Ars. BEII. Oh! then your opinion is, that I want a 
tenant. And perhaps you think I am going to put up a 
bill to ſignify to all paſſers-by, that here is a manſion to 


be let, inquire of the widow Bellmour. I like your 


notion; I don't think Ou" be a bad ſcheme. Shall I 
uy! it? i 

Law A — A PIN no "fiich invitation. Fo natu- 
ral beauty. attracts admiring eyes. But who can bid up 
to the price? The perſon; who is able to do it— 


Mrs. Beit. Will be happy; I know that is ket 


you are going to ſay. But he muſt do homage for it: 


and then I will let it to none but a ſingle gentleman. 


Do you know any body whom theſe conditions will ſuit ? 

Lovs. Thoſe conditions, Ma'am——(afide) . What 
the devil does the mean? I am not detected, I hope. 
Io be ſure, Ma' am, thoſe conditions And none 


1. * gentlemen will 12 — 
Mrs, 
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Myc Bei. And then it muſt be a, leaſe. for life. 

| But that will never do; nobody will be troubled with it. 
T ſhall never get ä do you think I ſhall, 
my Lord? 

Love. There e e taſte left, if you have 
not a number of bidders. You know the ambition of my 
heart; you know I am devoted to you, terms, 
even though it were to be bought with liſe. 

Mrs. HAI. Heavens what a dying Crain ewes! 
And does your Lordſhip mean to be guilty of matrimony? 
Lord! what a queſtion have I aſked ? To be ſure, I am 
the giddieſt creature. My W don't you . me a 
ſtrange madcap?- 

Lovz. A vein of wit, like yours, that FIERY at once 
from vivacity and ſentiment, ferves to exalt your' e 
and give animation to every charm. 

Mrs. BLI. Upon my word, you have faid it anely 
But you are in the right, my Lord. Your penfive melan- 
choly beauty is the moſt inſipid thing in nature. And 
yet we often ſee features without a mind; and the owner 
of them ſits in the room with you, like a mere vegetable, 
for an hour together, till, at laſt, ſne is incited to the vio- 
lent exertion. of, © Yes, Sir“ fancy not, Ma' am, 
and then a matter of fact converſation! * Mifs Beverly 
<« is going to be married to Captain Shoulder-knot—My 
Lord Mortgage has had another tumble at Hazard 
« Sir Harry Wilding has loſt his e ay 
« ſhort aprons are coming into faſhion.” | 

Lovzk. Oh! a matter wa fact converſatiort i i war- 
portable. Tx 

"Mrs. BELL. But you meet Cabos, U Al in 
great ſpirits about nothing, and not an idea among them. 
Go to Ranelagh, or to what public place you will, it is juſt 

a f the 
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Gelbe A lady comes up to you 37® How charming- 
ly you look But, my dear Mem, did you hear what 
happened to us the other night? We were going home 
from the Opera—you' know my aunt Roly-Poly ; ; it was 
Her coach. There was ſhe and Lady Betty Fidget— 
What a ſweet blonde! How do you do, my dear? (curi- 
Hing as to another going by) My Lady Betty is quite re- 
covered; we were all frightened about her; but Doctor 
Sab A0 was called in; no, not Doctor Snake- root, 
Doctor Bolus; and ſo he altered the eourſe of the me- 
dicines,” and fo my a Betty i is purely now. Well, 
there was ſhe, and my aunt, and Sir Georgs Bragwell— 
a pretty man Sir George fineſt teeth in the world Vour 
Ladyſhip's moſt obedient—(curtying) We expected you 
laſt night, but you did not come.——He! he! he !and 
ſo there was Sir George and the reſt of us; and ſo, turn- 
ing the corner of Bond- ſtreet, the brute of a coachman— 
T humbly thank your Grace (curtfies)— the brute of a 
coachman overturned us, and ſo my aunt Roly-Poly was 
frightened out of her wits; and Lady Betty has had 
her nerves again. Only think! ſuch accidents I am 
mu to ſee you look ſo well 3 a Phonneur;” he! he! he ! 

Love. Ho! ho! you paint to the life. th ſee her 
moving before me in all her airs. | 

Mrs. Beit. With this converſation their whole dock 
is exhauſted, and away they run to cards. n ben 
n wit! 

| Love. - Ay, and beauty too. Cards are the worſt ene 
mies to a complexion : the ſmall-pox is not ſo bad. The 
paſſions throw themſelves into every feature: I have ſeen 
the counteriance of an angel changed, in a moment, to ab- 
folute deformity : the little loves and graces that ſparkled 
in the eye, bloomed in the cheek, and ſmiled about the 


mouth, all wing their flight, and leave the face, which they 
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Hill e e d ate malie and fury 

and the whole train of fretful paſſions, n bv 
Mrs. BBI. And the language of the dabei. 

fagnetimen han pon thoſe occaſions. 
-Lovs.- Very true, Ma'am; and if, a they do | 


bridle and hold in a little, the ſtruggle they undergo is the 


moſt ridiculous ſight in nature. I have ſeen a huge oath 
quivering on the pale lip of. a reigning toaſt for half an 


hour together, and an uplifted eye accuſing the gods for the- 


Joſs of an odd trick. And then, at laſt, the whole room 


in a Babel of ſounds. My Lord, you flung, away the 


4 game,—Sir George, why did not you rough the ſpade ? 

« —Captain Hazard, why did not you lead through the 
“ honours ?—Ma'am, it was not the play—Pardon me, Sir 
« but Ma'am,—but Sir—I would not play with you for 


e ſtraws ; don't you know what Hoyle ſays If A and 


B are partners againſt C and D, and the game nine 
all, A and B have won three tricks, and C and D four 
< tricks; C leads his ſuit, D puts up the King, then re- 


< turns the ſuit; A paſſes, C puts up the Queen, and B 


« trumps it;“ and ſo A and B and C and D are bandied 
PAR they attack, they defend, and all is jargon and 
confuſion, wrangling, noiſe, and nonſenſe; and high life, 
and polite converſation.ä— Hal ha! ha! 

Mrs. BELL. Ho! ho! the pencil of Hogarth could 
not do it better. And yet one is dragged to theſe places. 


One muſt play ſometimes. We muſt let our friends pick 


our pockets now and then, or they drop our Nee. 
Do you ever play, my Lord? 6 

LovE. Play, Ma' am: aſide) What vv the 
mean? I muſt play the hypocrite to the end of the 
chapter.——Play ?-—Now and then, as you fay, one muſt, 


1 p 
A:COMEDY, 69 
to oblige, and from neceſſity; but from Gig or inclina- 
hou no; I never touch a caro. r 


Mrs. BELL, Oh! very true; I Ge. You * 
your time to the Muſes; a downright rhyming Peer. Do 
you know, my Lord, that I am charmed with your ſong 2 

Love. Are you? Cs a 

Mrs... BELL. Abſolutely ; oe and I rally think you would 
make an admirable Vauxhall poet. S Þ 

Love. Nay, now you flatter me. 1 

Mrs. B81. No, as I live; it is very pretty. And 
do you know that I can ſing it already ? Come, you ſhall 
hear how I murder it. I have no voice to-day, but you 


ſhall hear me. (Sings.) 


| Attend, al ye fair, and Pl tell you the art, 

To bind ev'ry fancy.with eaſe in your chains; _ 

Te hold in ſoft fetters the conjugal heart, 

And baniſh from HYMEN, his doubts .and his ain, 
II. 

When Juno was dechd with the Ceſtus * — 

At fir/t- ſhe was handſome ; ſhe charming became : 

- With, ſeull the ſoft paſſions it taught her to move, _ 

* kindle at once, and to keep up the flame. | 
N 

1 Tis this gives the eyes all their magic and Gow. 

The voice-melting accents ; impaſſions the kiſs ; 

Confers the | ſweet ſmile, that awakens. defire, 

And plants round the fair each incentive to bliſs.. 

. | IV. | : bon 
Thence flows the gay chat, more than reaſon that charms ; 
The eloquent bluſh, that can beauty improve | 
The fond ſigb, the fond vow, the ſoft 1 that alarms; 
The tender diſdain, the renewal of love. .'\ 
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Ye fa r, take as 1 and pace ts power hs 

The mind unaccomplift}d, mire Features are vaing 
With wit, with good buniaur, enliben each hour, 

And the lovet, du the graten, ſpall walk in your train, 


Lovs. My poetry i is infinitely obliged to you. It 
grows into ſenſe as you ſing it. Your voice, like the 
Ceſtus of Venus, beſtows a grace upon every thing. 
Me. Ber. Oh! fulſome ; ; I ſing horridly. (goes 
7 the glaſs) How do I look ? Don't tell me, my Lord: 
you are ſtudying a compliment, but I am reſolved to mor- 
tify you; T won't hear it. Well! have you thought 
of any thing? Let it paſs; *tis too late now. Pray, 
my Lord, how came you to chooſe ſo cat A eee as 
connubial happineſs ? | 

Love. Cloſe and particular that queſtion.! (aſide 5 

Ars. BELL. Juno! Hymen ] doubts and pains ! 
one would almoſt ſwear -that you have a wife at home 
who ſat for the picture. 

Love. Ma'am, the andarr offed ) The compli- 
ment you are only laughing at me the ſubject, from 
every day's experience aide) Does ſhe ſuſpect me? 
—— the ſubject is eommon— Bachelors' wives, you 
know——ha! ha! And when you inſpire the thought; 
when you are: the . original, it is no wonder that the 
r f 

Mrs. BELI. Horrid ! going to wah, on the old ſtring. - 
Odious ſolicitations !” 1 hate all propoſals. I am not in 
the humour. You muſt releaſe me now: your viſit is ra- 
ther long. I have indulged you a great while. And be- 
ſides, were I to liſten to your vows, what would become 
of poor Sir Brilliant Faſhion? 

Love. Sir Brilliant t aſhion ? 

>. 4 | Mrs. 
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'Mrs. Bit. Do you know him? 
Lovz. I know whom you mean. I have ſeen him 3 
but that's all. He lives with a ſtrange ſet, and does not 


move in my ſphere. If he is „ I have a 


more to ſay. 
Mrs. BELL. Is there any thing to ay againſt h. him ? 
Love. Nay, I have no knowledge of the gentleman, 


They who know him beſt, don't rate him high. A ſort 


of current coin that paſſes in this town, You will do 
well to beware of counterfeits. 
Ars. BELL. But this is very alarming —— 


Enter M16GNn1o0NnET, in @ violent hurry. 


Micn. My dear Madam, I am frighted out of my 


ſenſes. The poor Lady——where are the hartſhorn 
drops? | 

Love. The lady! what lady? 11 

Micn. Never ſtand aſking what lady. She has faint- 
ed away all on a ſudden: ſhe is now in ſtrong hyſtericks; 
give me the drops. 

Ars. BELL. I muſt run to her aſſiſtance. Adieu, 
my Lord. I ſhall be at home in the evening. Migni- 


onet, ſtept this way. Your Lordſhip will excuſe me: I. 


ſhall expect to ſee you. Come, Mignionet, make haſte 
make haſte. OT. | [Exit with Mignionet. 
Lovs. I hope the "PR has not overheard me, Whata 
villain am I to carry on this ſcheme againſt ſo much beauty, 
innocence, and merit! And to wear this badge of ho- 
nour for the darkeſt purpoſes! And then my friend, Sir 
Brilliant, will it be fair to ſupplant him?——Prithee, be 
quiet, my dear conſcience ! none of your meddling :/ don't 
interrupt a gentleman in his pleaſures. Don't you know, 
my good friend, that love has no refpeR for perſons, but 


ſoars above all lun of honour and of friendſhip? No 
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reflection; 3 have her L muſt, and that quickly too, or ſhe 
will diſcover all. Beſides, this is my wife's fault: why 
does not ſhe make home agreeable? I am willing to be 
happy; I could be conſtant to her, but ſhe is not formed for 
happineſs. What the devil is Madam Fortune about now? 


Sir Brilliant fings within) Sir Brilliant, by all that's 


infamous. Confuſion ! no place to hide me? no eſcape ? 
The _ is locked. ms n open the 


door. 44 Be $8 7 


hier: 0 within ). You muſt not come in here. 
. Lovs. What ſhall I do.? This ſtar, and this ribbon _ 
will bring me to diſgrace. Away with this tell-tale evi- 
dence. - (Takes off the ribbon) Go, thou bluſhing devil, 
and hide thyſelf for ever. (Puts it in bis pocket) 


Enter Sir BRILLIANT, ſinging. 
Sir Brit, Mrs. Bellmour, I have ſuch a ftory for 
you, —How Lovemore? 
Love. Your ſlave, Sir Brilliant, mus dae. > hiding 
the flar with his hat) 
Sir BRIL. I did not think you had been acquaine 
8 
8 LoopioYouwn right. 1 came in 2 of you. I 
ſaw the lady. Twas drawn hither by mere curiofity, We 
have had ſome converſation ; and I made it ſubſervient to 
your purpoſes, I have been giving a great character of 
W 
Sir Bas W are © ky at the ſervice af: your 
friends. But what's the matter? what are mou Fun 
about? (pulls the hat) | 
| Love. *Sdeath ! have care: don't touch 1 me. (pus 
his handkerchief to his breaſt) | 
Sir BRIL. What the devil is the mitted Yu, 
Lor. 1 keep "__ Ae) Here's a buſineſs. — 
ö Taken 


£4 
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Taken in the old way: let me paſs.—I have had a fling 
at Lord Etheridge: he will be out of favour with the 
widow : I have done . chat n Racks and torments, 
my old complaint! wanting to paſs bim) 

Sir BRII. What e You had better fit down. 

Lovs. No, no; air, the air. I muſt have a ſurgeon. 
A ſtroke of a tennis-ball! My Lord Rackett's unlucky 
left hand. Let me paſs. There is ſomething: forming 
here. (paſſes him) To be caught is the devil. (aſde) 
Don't mention my name. - You will counteract all 
J have ſaid. 
to you another time. Sir Brilliant, yours. I have ſerved 
your intereſt.— Oh!] there is certainly ſomething form- 
ing. | [ Exit. 

Sir BRII. What does all this mean ?—So, ſo, Mrs. 
Lovemore's ſuſpicions are well founded. The widow has 
her private viſits, I ſee. Yes, yes; there is ſomething 
forming here. Mo 1 


Enter Mrs. BELLMOUR. 

Sir BRII. 80; here ſhe comes. The whole mal 
be explained. I hope, Ma'am, that I don't interrupt you 
with any piquet-friend. 

Mrs. BELL, You are I a torment: what brings 
you hither ? 

Sir Brit. There are times, dawn when a viſit 

Mrs. BELL. Is unſeaſonable, and Noun: is ſo now. 
How can you teaſe me? 

Sir BRIIL. I thought as be are ſome 8 
that may require to be diſcuſſed between us. 

Mrs. BELL. Reſerve them all for another time. I 
can't hear you now. You muſt leave me. There is a 
lady taken ill in the next room. 


Sir 


Oh ! torture, torture !-——I will explain 
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Sir BILL. * ers a . takes. ill 
in this room: _ | 
Ars. BELL. How 3 you muſt begone. 


Do you diſpute my will and pleaſure ?—Fly this moment. 


Sir BRII. But Ma- * if you inſiſt r — 


(goes) 


Ars. BELL. But Sir — _ be abſolute : you muſt 
leave me. (puts * ow). There, and gow I'll make ſure 
of the door. | 


Enter Mrs. LoveMoRe, wakes on MIGNIONET. 
Mix. n Madam: here is more air in this 
room. 

Mrs. BELL. How do you find yourſelf ? Pray fit 
down. 

' Mrs. Love. My ſpirits were too weak. I ehuls not 
ſupport it any longer; ſuch a ſcene of perhdy ! 

Mrs. Bei. You aſtoniſh ine: what perhdy ? 

Ars. Love. Perfidy of the blackeſt dye! I told you 
that you were acquainted with my huſband ? 

Mrs. BELL. Acquainted with your huſband ! ( angrily F 

Mrs. Love, A moment's patience—Yes, Madam, 
you are acquainted with him.— The baſe man, who went 
hence but now——— 

Mrs. BELL. Sir Brilliant Faſhion ? 

Ars. Love. No; your Lord Etheridge, as he calls 
himſelf.— | 

Mrs. BELL. Lord Etheridge ? What of him, pray? 

Ars. Love... Falſe, diſſembling man! he is my huſ- 
band, Ma'am :, not Lord Etheridge, hut plain Mr. Love- 
more; my Mr, Lovemore. 

_ Ars, BELL, And has he been baſs enough to 8 
a title to enſnare me to my undoing ? £ | 

Mic. 
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Mich. (going) Well, for certain, I believe the devil's 


in me: I always thought him a fly one. [E Exit. 


Mr. Lovs. To ſee him carrying on this dark deſign, 
— to ſee the man whom T have ever eſteemed and loved, — 
the man whom I muſt fill love;—efteem him, I fear 
I never can,—to ſee him before my face with that artful 
treachery ! it was too much for ſenſibility like mine; I 
felt the ſhock too ſeverely, and I ſunk under it. 

Mrs. BELL, I am ready to ſink this moment with 
amazement, I faw him, for the firſt time, at old Mrs. 
Loveit's. She introduced bim to me. The Ne 
was of her own making. 

Mrs, Love. You know Mrs. Loveit's 5 character, 1 
ſuppoſe. 

_ Mrs, BEILI. The e prafliſed veteran 1—Could I ſuſ- 
pect that a woman, in her ſtyle of life, would lend herſelf 
to a vile ſtratagem againſt my honour ? That ſhe would 
join in a conſpiracy againſt her own ſex ?—Mr. Love- 
more ſhall never enter theſe doors again am obliged 
to you, Ma'am, for this viſit; to me a providential inci- 
dent. I am ſorry for your ſhare in it. The diſcovery 
ſecures my peace and happineſs ; to you it is a fatal con- 
viction, a proof unanſwerable againſt the perſon to whom 
- you are joined for life, 

Mrs. Love. After this diſcovery, it cannot be for life, 
I am reſolved not to paſs another day under his roof. 

Mrs. Betz. Hold, hold: no ſudden reſolutions. 
Conſider a little: paſſion is a bad adviſer. This may 
take a turn to your advantage. 

Mrs. Lovs. That can never be: I am loſt beyond 
redemption, 

Mrs. BELL. Don't decide too raſhly. Come, come, 

8 the 
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che man who has certain qualities, is worth thinking about, 
before one throws the hideous thing away for ever. Mr. 
Lovemore is a traitor ;. but is not he ſtil] amiable? And 
beſides, you have heard his ſentiments. That ſong points 
at ſomething. Perhaps you are a little to blame. He 
did not write upon ſuch a ſubject, without a cauſe to ſug- 
geſt it. We will talk over this matter coolly. You have 
ſaved me, and I muſt return the obligation, You ſhall 
ſtay dinner with me. 

Mrs. Lovs. Excuſe me. Mr. Lovemore may poſſi- 
bly go home. He ſhall hear of his guilt, while the ſenſe 
of it pierces here, and wounds me to the quick. 

* Mrs. BELL.” Now there you are wrong: take my 
advice firſt. I will lay ſuch a plan as may enſure him 
yours for ever. Come, come, you muſt not leave me yet. 
(takes her hand) Anſwer me one queſtion: don't you ſtill 
think he has qualities that do in ſome ſort apologize for 
his vices? | 

Mrs. Love. I don't know what to think of it : I hope 
he has. 

Mrs. BELL. Very well then. I have loſt a lover ; 
you may gain one. Your conduct upon this occaſion 
may reform him; and let me tell you that the man, who 
has it in his power to atone for his faults, ſhould not be 
entirely deſpiſed, Let the wife exert herſelf; let her 
try her powers of pleaſing, and take my word for it, 

The wild gallant no more abroad will roam, 
But find his lov'd variety at home. 


END OF THE THIRD ACT... 


ACT 
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SCENE, An Aparmen in Lovenoks' 5 He: . 


Mr. and Mrs. LOVEMORE at table ofter eee Servants 
taking things out of the room. 
LovemorEe (filling a glaſs). N 

| np Wonder you are not tired of the ſame eternal. m_ 
(Sopping his wine) | y 

Mrs. Love. If I make it an adi Mite bath it is for 
your own good, Mr, Lovemore. | + 

Love. I know I have your good wiſties, 150 you have 
mine. All our abſent friends, Mrs. Lovemore. (drinks) 

Mrs. Love. If you would but wiſh well to yourſelf, 
Sir, I ſhould be happy.—But in the way you'go on, your 
health muſt be ruined; day is night, and night day; 
your ſubſtance ſquandered ;' your' conſtitution ae 
and your family quite neglecteeeee. 

Love. Family neglected! you ſee I. dined at home, 
and this is my reward for it. 

Mrs. Loves. Lou dined at home, Sir, bk ſome- 

thing abroad has diſconcerted you. You went, I ſuppoſe, 


after I ſaw you at Lady Conſtant's, to your N path your 


friend, Mrs. Loveit—— 


Love, Mrs. Loveit ! hal hal 1 * heads ley. 


ance long ago. No, my love, I drove into the city, and 


ſpent the reſt of the morning upon buſineſs. I had long 


accounts to ſettle with old Diſcount, the banker. 
| +. vx. 
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Mrs, Lovs. And that to be ſure engroſſed all your 
time. Buſineſs muſt be minded. Did you find him at 
home? f 

Lovz. It was by his own appointment. I went to his 
houſe directly after I parted from you. I have been no 
where elſe. Matters of account always fatigue me. 

Mrs, Love. I would not be too inquiſitive, Sir. 

Lovx. Oh] no; you never are. I ſtaid at the 
Banker's the reſt of the time; and I came ſtraight from his 
houſe to have the pleaſure of ms. dare aw (fills a'glaſs 
of wine) | 

Mrs. Lovz. Were there any fincerity in that decla- 
ration, 1 ſhould be happy. A tavern life has hitherto been 
your delight. I wonder what delight you can find in ſuch 
an eternal round of gaming, * and een | * 
you anſwer me one queſtion? . | 

Lovs. - With great debe cer) if it is not in- 
convenient. 

Mrs. Love. Lay your ee hear] and el 
me. -Havye I deſerved this uſage ? Hud 
Lovg. My humble ſervice to you, my love. (drinks 5 
Art. Love. I am ſure I have never been deficient in 
any one point of the duty 1 owe you: You won my 
heart, and I gave it freely. 27930 4 5 

Lovs. (going to fleep) It is very true. 

Ars. Lovz. Your intereſt has been mine. I 3 
e no pleaſure unconnected with your happineſs. Di- 
verſions, ſtew, and pomp, have had no allurements for me. 

Love. (dropping aſleep) bo onal are - ann 


} Are Lo Had a to follow the at 


of other women, your fortune would have felt it before 
now. Vou might have been thouſands out of pocket; but 
| a your | 
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n n attention ; and 
your. convenience—— | ; 

_ Love. (turns his chair from her) 9 
you reaſon admir—ably——admi—rably——always—— 
os! eee eee 
been ta rep 

Ars. Loves. Marriage is mth edi! as an 
introduction to the great ſcene of the world. I thought it 
a retreat to leſs noiſy and ſerener pleaſures. | What is 
called polite company (be falls faſt. aſleap) was not 
my taſte. You was laviſh in expence; I was, therefore, an 


ceconomiſt. From the moment marriage made me yours, 


the pleaſure. ariſing from your company There] faſt 
aſleep! Agreeable company indeed This is ever his 
way. (He riſes) Unfeeling man! lt is too plain that 
I am grown his averſion. Mr. Lovemore ! (looking at 
him) you little think what a ſcene this day has brought to 
light. And yet he hopes with falſchood to varniſh and diſ- 
guiſe his treachery. How mean the ſubterfuge ! ſhall I 


rouſe him now, and tax him with his guilt? My heart is 


too full: reproach will only tend to exaſperate, and per- 
haps make him irreconcileable. The pride that can ſtoop 
to low and wretched artifice, but ill can brook detection. 
Let him reſt for the preſent. The widow Bellmour's ex- 
periment may anſwer better. will try it, at leaſt, n 
Mr. Lovemore, you will break my heart. 
| [ Looks at him, and Exit, 
| Love. (talking in * ſleep) I do liſten -I am not 
aſleep. ( fleeps and nods) You are very right ;—always 
right—I am only. thinking a little. No—no—no—(mut- 


ters indiſtinfily) It was not two o'clock—in bed—in bed 


by twelve——Sir Baſhful is an oaf— The widow Bell- 


mour— echt, and bis head rolls * What's the mat | 
| | ter ? 
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80 THE WAY ro KEEP HIM 
Fry (waking) I beg your pardon; I was beatings to 
nod. What did you ſay, my dear? (leans on the table, 
without looking about) One cannot always, you know 
(turns about) Sdeath! ſhe is gone ! Oh! faſt aſleep. 
This is ever the way when one dines at home. Let me 
ſhake it off. (riſes) What's o'clock ? No amuſement 
in this houſe z what ſhall I do? The widow ?—I muſt 
not venture in that quarter. My evil genius, Sir Brilliant, 
will be buſy there. Is any body in the way!? I muſt 
_—_— out. Wr * FER favour you oy this after- 
— — Your beſt arms eiaplvg; 

All ving d with rech and all I with joy. 

1 (I 


S C EN E 3 to Sir BaznruL' "ON 
Enter Lady ConsTAnT' and FURNISH. 


| Lady Cons, Who brought this letter? 
Furnisn. A ſervant of Mrs. Lovemore' s: he waits 
an anſwer. n ee? RE 71 * 
- Lady Cons. My compliments to Mes. Loremore, 
and 1 ſhall wait upon her. 5 
Funvisk. Yes, Ma'am. (going) 
Lach Cons. And d ye, Furniſh have the u 
been carried to Sir Brilliant, as 1 ordered r 
Funxisk. I have obeyed your Ladyſhip's Sem 
Tune ſteward went himſelf. Mr. Pounce, your Ladyſhip 
knows, is a truſty body. You may depend upon his care. 
* Lady Cons.' Go, and ſend Mrs. Lovemore her anſwer. 
She 84 depend upon my being with her 1 in time. 
* [Exit Furniſh. 
Lady Cons. alone. What can Mrs. Lovemore want? 
(reads). & Ladyſhip's company to a card- party: but cards 


are 


in A. co ui b V. Kr 8 


8 


0 © ars the leaft part of my olject. I have ſomethin of higher 
© moment in view, and the preſence of my friends is abſolutely 
* © neceſſary,” There is ſome myſtery in all this. What 
does ſhe mean? I ſhall, go, and then the ſcene will clear 
up: Thoſe diamond buckles embarraſs; me. more . than 
Mrs. Lovemore's unintelligible letter. Diamond buckles 
to mel From what quarter? Who could ſend them? 
Nobody but Sir Brilliant. I am right in my concluſion: 
they came from him. Who could take the liberty but a 
perſon of his caſt? A preſuming man! But JI have 
mortified his vanity... Before this time, he has found his 
diamonds. thrown back upon his hands, with the diſdain 
which ſuch confidence deſerves.— But if I have made a 
miſtake l— Oh! no; no danger. Has not Sir Brilliant 
made overtures to me? Has not he declared himſelf ? 
He ſees Sir Baſhful's behaviour, and his vanity plumes 


itſelf upon that circumſtance. To give me my revenge 


againſt a crazy and inſufferable huſband, he would fain 
induce me to ruin myſelf with a coxcomb. Beſides; he 
heard the whole of Sir Baſhful's diſpute about diamonds 
and trinkets: the thing is clear; it was Sir Brilliant ſent 
them; and by that ſtratagem he hopes to bribe me into 
compliance.—That bate will never take; though here 
comes one, who, I am ſure, deſerves to be treated without 
a grain of ceremony. . 5 

POL Enter, Sir BASHFUL. | 
Sir Basn.. Here ſhe is. Now let me ſee hb he 
will take any notice of the preſent I ſent her. She has 
reaſon to be in good humour, I think.—Your ſeryant, 

Madam. 2 

Lady Cons. Your addreſs 3 is le, Sir. 

Sir Basn. (afide) Still proud and obſtinate 25 
G | any 
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any bing Wiebe 't> Uſtued\the Ay of wr & tem- 
per? 

Lach eu Conifideting: what lttle &ifcord you make, 
it i a wonder that my temper is not always in tune. 

Vir Bavn: If you never gave me cauſe, Madam 
Zach Cos. Oh! for merey ſake,” truce with alter- 
cation, T am tired out with the eternal violence of your 
temper. Fhoſe frequent ſtarts of paſſion hurry me out of 
my ſenſes: and thoſe unaccountable vu that 5550 ſuch 

conſtant poſſeſſion of you—— | | 
Bir Basw. Whims, Madam ?—Not to * with 
you in every thing, i is a whim, truly. Muſt T yield to the 
exorbitant demands of your extravagance ? When vou 
Haid clofe fiege” to me for diamond bawbles, and I know 
not What, was that a whim of mine? Did T take that 
fancy into my head without dau and without” ſufficient 
foundation PE. 

Tach Cons. Well, we have exhauſted the e Abheg. 
Have not you told me a thoufand times that there is no 
hving with me? I agree to it. And have not I returned 
the compliment? We have nothing new to ſay ; and 
now, all that remains, is to let the lawyer reduce to writ- 
ing our mutual opinions, and ſo we may part with the 
pleaſure of giving each other a moſt woful character. 

Sir BasH. (aſide) The buckles have had no effect. 
Stubborn ! ſhe has received them, and won't own it. 

Lady Cons. A daſh of your pen, Sir, at the foot of 
certain -articles now. preparing, wilt make us wo eaſy. | 
(going ) 


Sir BAsH. If we cony. woe apply it is your own 
fault. 


Lady Cons. That is very old 


Sir 


* 


4 COMEDY, 83 
: \Sir: Ban. If yu enn N 12 ir ; 
play— ; 
"IE Cons. QithrcSaret: Wy tall. wh 


Si- Basn.' I have flila regard for you. 

Lady Cons. Worn-out to frippery !—I can't ne 
any moro. The law will drefs it up in new language for 
us, and that will end our difference. [ Bait, 
din, Bacn- (alone) I muſt unburthen my heart: there 
is no time to be loſt. I love her; I admire ber; the in- 


flames my tendereft paſſions, and raiſes ſuch a conflict here 


in my very heart, I cannot any longer conceal the ſeeret 
from her. III go and tell her all this moment.—But then 
that meddling fiend, her maid, will be there: Po! I can 
turn her out of the room: but then the jade will ſuſpect 
ſomething. —Her Ladyſhip may be alone: I'll ſend to know 
where ſhe is. Who is there? Sideboard „Acrte 
et en te enen 

1 Peg Go and tell your lady 8 baut 

SIDE. Did your Honour want me? 

Sir Basn. No matter; it does not fignify.—{ aide) 1 
wal never be able to tell her my mind: a glance of her 
eye, and my own confuſion will undo all. | 
Stg. I thought your Honour called. 5 1 
Sir BasH. (aſide) A thought comes acrofs me: II 
write her a letter. Ves, yes, a letter will do the buſineſs. 
Sideboard, draw that table this —— 

SIDE. There your Honour. 

Sir BasH. Do you ſtay while I write a letter. You 
ſhall carry it for me. (/its down to write) | 

SIDE, Yes, Sir,» I hope he has an intrigue upon his 

hands. A nn 
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private amuſements. Love on, ſay I, if you. are ſo given: 
it will bring griſt to my mill. 

Sir BAsH. (writing) This will pri har. Warm, 
paſſionate, and tender and yer 1t does not. come * to 
What I feel. remit gs 
"SIDE, / What! is he at 2 is as en way the a 
paper. (takes it out F bis pocket) What in the name of 
wonder is all this? —Ha hal! (burſts into a loud laugh) 
I never heard the like of this before. Oh! hol hol ho! 

Sir BAN. What does the 1 mean? 0 ſtares 
2 him) 1. nl n ;X Gd Nie eh n 

StD E. Hal ha! hat 1 elne 2+ help laughing. 5 N 

Si. Bash. Does the villain ſuſpect me? - (riſes) Hark 
ye, ſirrah, if ever I find an ſon's dare 1 n door ii in 
my houſe— | 5d 46h gib wr nns 

SIDE, Sirl prhigs i San ni l isch er | 

Sir BasH. Confeſs the truth: have not you been 
liſtening to my converſation with Mr. e this 
morning? | T1 

S1DE.. Who I, ar : 1 would: not bs er fuch a 
thing: I never did the like in all my days. 

Sir BAsH. What was you laughing at? | 

SIDE. A fooliſh thing in the newſpaper, Sir, that's all, 
I'll read it to your Honour. ' (reads) We hear that a new 
comedy is now in rehearſal, and will ſpeedily be per- 
formed, intitled, The Amorous Huſband ; or, The _ in 
Love with his own Wife. | 

Si, Basn. And what do you ſee to hugh ao? 

SIDE, See, Sir? I have lived in a great u, fami- 
lies, and never heard of the like before. a 

Sir Bash. (aſide) There, there, there —I mal be the 
butt of my own ſervants.—Sirrah, leave the room. And 


, a | | let 


' 


Mi eee 1 of 


let me meer hear that at you! have the trick of liſtening in \ 
my houſe,” © 5 8 
SIDE, No, in be Man in Love with his own | 
Wite45. :4 5 5459 | | (Exit laughing. 
Sir Ban. What does the- varlet mean ?—No mat- 
ter—T hade finiſhed my letter, and it ſhall be ſent this 
moment. But then, if I ſhould get into a comedy ? 
Po! no more ſcruples. I'll ſeal it direMy—Sideboard— 


Enter S1DEBOARD. _ 


Sir Bash. (ſealing the letter) I have opened my 
heart to her. What do you bring your hat and ſtick for? 


* 


22 
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Sto E. To go out with your Honour's letter. 6 
Sir BASH. You have not far to go. Take this, and 1 j 
let nobody ſee you. | | | 
*  S1DE. I warrant me, your Honour. [Ext. 1 
Sir Basn. I feel much lighter now, A load i is taken | ty 
off my heart, | | | 
| Enter SIDEBOARD, | 4 
Sir BasH. What do you come back for ? | | 1 
. word or two, by way of direction, if you il ] 
pleaſe, Sir. | | 1 
Sir Bas. Blockhead ! give it to me ( aſide ) If I ö 
direct it, he finds me out. Go about your buſineſs : - 1 1 | 
have no occaſion for you; leave the room. an 


S1DE. Very well, Sir.—Does he think to manage his 
own intrigues? If he takes my commiſſion out of my 
hands, I ſhall give him warning, The vices of our maſ- 
ters are all the vails a poor ſervant has left. ¶ Exit. 

Sir Bash. What muſt be done?—Mr. Lovemore 
could conduct this buſineſs for me. He is a man of 
1 and knows all the approaches to a woman's heart. 
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80 
That fellow. Sideboard coming again ?—No, no this 
is lucky. Mr. Lovemore, I am glad to ſee you. 


A 52s Enter LovemoRs. +” 
enn 5 A ſecond viſit, you ſee, in one day entvel 
on the foore of friendſhip. 

Sir Bash. And I thank you for it; W you. 
| Lovs. I broke away from the company at the St. 
Alban's on purpoſe to attend you. Well, I have made 
your Lady eaſier in her mind, have not I? 

Sir Basn. We don' t hit jt at all, Mr. Lovemore. 

Loyx. No! 

Sir Basn, Tehink ſhe has been 8 worſe ſince you 
ſpoke to. her, b 

Love. A good freiptom that. (aſh de). 

Sir Bash. She has received the diamond buckles. 
They were delivered to her maid ſealed up, and the man 
never ſtaid to be aſked a queſtion. I ſaw them in her own 
hand; but not a ſyllable eſcaped her. She was not in the 
leaſt ſoftened, obſtinate as a mule ! J. | | 

Love. The manner of conveying your preſents was 
not well*judged: Why did not you make me the bearer? 

Sir BasH. I wiſh I had. She talks of parting 3 and 
ſo to avoid coming to extremities, I have even thought of 
telling her the whole truth at once. | 

Love. How? .acquaint her with your paſſion ? 

Sir Basn. Ay, and truſt to her honour, I could not 
venture to ſpeak; I thould bluſh, and faulter, and look 
My ; and fo I have writ a letter to her. Here it is ſigned 
and ſealed, but not. directed. I got into a puzzle about 
that. Servants, you know, are always putting their own 
conſtruction, 1 upon things. 


Loves. No doubt: and then your fecret flies all over 
the town. 
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Sir 
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| "M BAsH. That's what alarmed me. You nll weis 
the ſuperſcription, and ſend it to her. 


Love, No, that won't do. Give her ao under 
your hand ? I'll ſpeak to her for you : let wn 
pulſe beats. | 

Sir Bash. But a letter may draw an anſwer from ww, 

and then, you know, (ſmiling at him) I ſhall have it 
under her hand. 

Love. I don't like this hurry: we had better take 
time to conſider of. it. | : 

Sir BasH. No; I can't defer the buſineſs of my heart 
a ſingle moment. It burns like a fever here. Sit down, 
and write the direction; I'll ſtep and ſend the ſervant. 
He ſhall carry it, as if it were a letter from yourſelf, 


Enter StDEBOARD. 
Stor. Sir Brilliant Faſhion is below, Sir. 
Love. What brings him ? He will only interrupt us. 
Go and talk to him, Sir Baſhful; hear what he has to 
ſay; amuſe him; any thing, rather than let him come up, 
Str BasH. I am gone: he ſhan't moleſt you. 

[ Exit with Sideboard. 

Love. Fly, make haſte; and don't let him know that 

J am here. A lucky accident this; I have gained time by 
it. All matters were in a right train, and he himſelf 
levelling the road for me, and now this letter blows me up 

into the air at once. Some unlucky planet rules to-day. 
Firſt the widow Bellmour; a hair-breadth ſcape I had of 
it, and now almoſt ruined here! What in the name of 
wonder has he writ to her ?—Friendſhip and wafer, by 
your leave. But will that be delicate? PO] honour has 
always a great deal to preach upon theſe occaſions; but 
then the buſineſs of my love Very true; the paſſions 
need but ſay a word, and their buſineſs is done. (opens the 
| G 4 | letter 


= K ** m . 
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letter and reads) This muſt never reach her. 'T'l! mow 
a letter from myſelf. („ts down, ibrites, and flarts up) 


hear him coming: no; all ſafe. (writes) This will = 


—vyaſtly well. Her huſband's inhumanity l. Ay, mention 
_ that. —The diamonds may be a preſent from me: yes, 
I'll venture it There, there; that will do—Long adored 
Ay ſweeteſt revenge. Ay Eternal admirer—— 
Lovemore. 
this will do the buſineſs. (ſeals the letter ) 
Enter Six BASHFUL. 
Sir Bash. Well, have you ſent it? 
Love. Not yet: I am writing the direction. 


board | . 
| Enter SIDEBOARD. 
Sir Basn. Numſkull, why don't you wait ?f-—Mr. 
Lovemore wants you. 


Lovz. Step and deliver hls: to your ha and, i ſhe | 


| pleaſes, I will wait upon her, 

Sir BASE. Charming Take it up ſtairs directly. 
SIDE. Up ſtairs, Sir? My lady is in the next room. 
Sir Bash. Take it to her; make haſte; begone. 
(Exit Sideboard) I hope this will ſucceed: 1 ſhall be woe 

ever obliged to you, and ſo will her Ladyſhip. 

Love. . I hope ſhe will, and I ſhall be proud to Fe 
her. 8 | n | 
Sir Basn, You are very good, She won't prove un- 
grateful, I dare anſwer for her.—1, ſhould like to ſee how 


Now, now let me ſee it. —Admirable ! 


Sir Basn. And where is that blockhead ?-———Side- 


ſhe receives the letter.—The door is conveniently open, — 


I will have a peep... Ay, there; there ſhe ſits. 
Love. Where, Sir Baſhful ß Os 
Sir BasH. Huſh, no noiſe,——There, do you ſee her? 
TY Tate. She 


1 
. 
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She has the letter in her hand This is a critical mo- 
ment: I am all over in a tremble. | 

Love. Silence; not a word. She opens 1 ed 
Now, my dear Cupid, befriend me now, and your altar 
ſhall ſmoke with incenſe. 

Sir BAsH. She colours! 

Love, I like that riſing bluſh: a ſoft and with es. 

Sir BASsH. She turns pale. 

Love. The natural working of the paſſions. 


Sir BasH. And now ſhe reddens again, —What is 


ſhe. at now !-—There, ſhe has torn the letter in two: —I 
am a loſt, an undone man. (walks away) , 


Lovk. She has flung it away with indignation: I am 


undone too.  (afide, and walks away from the door) 
Sir Bagsn, Mr, Lovemore, you ſee what it is all 
come to, 

Love. Iam forry to ſee ſo haughty a pit. 

Sir BAsH. An arrogant, ungrateful woman! to make 
ſuch a return to ſo kind a letter 

Love. Ay, ſo kind a letter ! 

Sir Bash. Did you ever ſee ſuch an inſolent ſcorn? 

Love. I never was ſo diſappointed in all my life. 

Sir BasH. A letter full of the tendereſt proteſtations ! 

Love, Yes; an unreſerved declaration of love! 

Sir BasH. Made with the greateſt frankneſs ; throw- , 
ing myſelf at her very feet. 

Love. Did ſhe once ſmile? was there the kainteſ 
gleam of approbation in her countenance ? 

Sir BasH. She repaid it all with ſcorn, with pride, 
contempt, and inſolence. I cannot bear this; MAINE « 
ſpurned, and treated like a puppy. 

Love. There it ftings——like a puppy, indeed! 


' 


Sir Bash. Is there a thing in nature ſo mortifying to 
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the pride of man; as to find oneſelf rejected and deſpiſed by 
ee ee e Fry * 


in her cruelty? | 


Lo. It is the moſt 5 eee n 
Sir Bash. My dear Mr. Lovemore, I am obliged to 
ou for taking this matter ſo much to heart. | 
Love, I take it more to heart than you eee 
Sir Basn. This is mortifying; enough to make one 


aſhamed all the reſt of one's life. 


 Lovs.-I did not expect this ſullen mer, 
Sir BAsH. Did you ever * ſo obſtinate, ſo un- 


. —_ a temper? 


Enter Sir BRILLIANT, ' 
Sir BRL. Sir Baſhful, I forgot to tell you 
Loves. He again! he hunts me up and down, as the 
vice did the devil, with a dagger of lath, in the old comedy. 
(afide) 
Sir BRI. Hey re the matter? Vou ſeem 


both out of humour: what does this mean? 0 you 
quarrelled ? 


Sir Basn. No, Sir, 1 no quarrel n would my 
booby ſervant let him in again? (aue) 

Sir Brit. Strike me ſtupid, but you look very queer 
upon it. Lovemore is borrowing money, I ſuppoſe: Sir 


Baſniful is driving a hard bargain, and you can't agree about 


the premium. | oo n let my friend Lovemore have 
the money: 

Sir Basn. eee mean? 

Sir But. Both out of humour, I ſee: well, as you 
will. You have no reafon to be in harmony with your- 
ſelves my ſtars ſhine with-a kinder aſpect. Here, here, 
behold à treaſury of love. I came back on purpoſe to 
_m it to you. (takes « ſhagrom caſe out of his pocket) See 

what, 
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what u preſent I have received due ae pie of 
diamond buckles, by all that's amiable. 

Loves, How? - 

Sir BASH: + (wlting up ts him). A pair of diamond 
buckles. 

Sir Barz. How Sab «raft; evils be fat 13's 
is more than I can explain at preſent. Perhaps my friend 
Lovemore gained ſome intelligence in the quarter where 
I ſurpriſed him to-day, on a viſit which I little ſuſpected. 

LOVE. That was to ſerve yous I know nothing of 
this buſineſs, 

Sir Bris. The pain in your ſide, I SRO is better. 

 Lovs. Po! this is only to diſtract your attention, Sir 
Baſhful. | 

Fir Basn. 80 I ſuppoſe. And was this a preſent to 

you? | | | 

Sir BRIL. A preſent, Sir. The conſequence of hav- 
ing ſome tolerable phraſe, a perſon, and a due degree of 
attention to the ſervice of the Eau t you envy 
me, Sir Baſhful ? 

Sir BAsH. I can't but a 1 e to Dae 
My buckles, by all that's falſe in woman! 

Love. Take no notice. (wall aſide) Has he 
ſupplanted me here too, as well-as with the widow ? 

Sir BRII. What's the matter with you both? 
Burning with envy !- 

Sir Basn. And I kaput an elegant epiſile, or a 


well- penned billet-doux, ar enen chis token of the 
lady's affection. 


Sir Brit. That would have n an ade addi- 
tion, but it is ſtill to come. Too many favours at once 
might overwhelm a body. A country-looking fellow, as 
my people tell me, left this, curiouſly ſealed up, at my 

1 5 houſe ; 
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houſe : he would not ſay from whence he came: I ſhould 
know that in time, was all they could get from him, and I 
am now panting to learn from whence this mighty ſucceſs 
has attended me. Sir Baſhful, I came, ſaw, and con- 
r Ha! ha! ha! ha! 

Sir Basn. But may not this be from ſome lady, who 
imagines that you ſent it, and therefore chooſes to reject 
your preſent ? 

Sir Brit. Oh, no; that cannot be the caſe. A little 
knowledge of the world would ſoon convince you that 
ladies do not uſually reje& preſents from the man who has 
the good fortune to pleaſe by his manner, his taſte for 
dreſs, and a certain je ne ſcai quoi in his perſon and con- 
verſation. | | 

Sir BasH. S0 I believe. (walls aſide) What fay 
you to this, Mr. Lovemore ? ; 
Love. She would not have torn a letter from him. 

Sir BRII. No, Sir Baſhful; a preſent from me would 
Not have been returned back upon my hands. | 

Sir BasH. I dare ſay not.—(to Lovemore) I ſuppoſe 
ſhe will give him my three hundred pounce into the bar- 
gain, | 

Love. After this, I ſhall Slee at nothing. 

Sir BRIL. What mortified countenances they both 
put on! (looks at them and laughs) : 
Sir Bash. (walking up to Sir bullen) And 1 ſup- 

poſe you expect to have this lady? 

Sir BxII. No doubt of it. This is the forerunner, 
I think. Hey, Lovemore ?—Sir Baſhful, this it is to be 
in luck.” ' Ha! ha! (laughs at them both) 

Lok. and Sir Bash. (both forcing a laugh) Ha! 
Sir 


„w ur  8; 


. Sir BRI. You both ſeem ſtrangely: deer 
more, what makes you ſo uneaſy? 


Lovx. You eee and you I me—I— 
* walks away) . 


* 


een 


account, (afide, and looking at grain - 


Sir Baz, And Sir Baſhful, ſomething. has dalted | 


your ſpirits. Do you repine at my ſucceſs ? 
Sir Basn. I can't but ſay I do, Sin. 
Sir BRIL. Oh! very well; you are not dipoſed. to 
be good company. AP bonneur, gentlemen : : finiſh your 
money matters. Lovemore, where do ow h the 
evening? > 4. . 9 4 } 
Lovz. A good evening to you, Sir Brilliant: Th 
engaged, Buſineſs with Sir Baſhful, you ſee— 
Sir Br1L, Well, don t let me be of inconvenience to 
you. Fare ye well, gentlemen. Thou dear pledge of 
love (looking at t the buckles), thus let me claſp thee to my 
heart——-Sir Baſhful, your ſervant. [ Exit. 
Sir Basn. What think you now, Mr. Lovemore 2 — 
LovE. All unaccountable, Sir. 

1 Basn. By all that's falſe, I am gulled, cheated, 
= impoſed upon. I am deceived, and. dubbed a rank 
cuckold. It is too clear: ſhe has given him the buckles, 
and I ſuppoſe my bank- notes have taken the ſame courſe. 
Diamond buckles, and three hundred pounds for Sir 
Brilliant! A reward for his merit! 

LovE. He is the favourite, and 1 bare been working 
for him all this time. 


, * 
4 4 
" 


SE 


Sir Baz. I now ſee through all - übern. Ny 
reſolution is fixed, If I can but get ocular demonſtra- 
tion of her guilt; : if I can but ot the means of proving to 
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5 the whole world that ſhe is vile enough to cuckold me, 
I ſhall then be happy. TE SS 
l Love. Why that wilt * Weiden os 

Sir Ban. So it will: kind Heaven grant 1 me that at 
leaſt; make it plain that ſhe difhonours me, and Tam 


_ amply revenged.— Hark I hear her coming. She ſhalt 


Know all L think; and all I feet. bare done with her fe 


| £524 Gs £. *O fy G 1 * 804 d . 
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Foy ſtay; detection and diſgrace purſue me.—Sir Baſhful, 


Fam forry to ſee t matters take this turn. T have done all in 


my power, and fince there is no room to hope for ſaccels, 


I take my leave, and wiſh you a good night. 
Sir Bash. No, no; you ſhall hot leave me in bis 5 
diſtreſs. You ftiall hear me tell her her own, and be a 


vine of our feparation. (bolting pm)” at 


Lor. *Excufe' me: after what has paſſed, 1 hall 
never be able to endure the ſight of her. Fare you well; 


1 malt be þ gre 3 good night, + oy. is Baſhfif. ( Helen fo. 


« go.) wh ahi A ". 


Sir = Th You are my beſt Fiend: I catindt fare 
(fands between him and the door) Stay and 
hear what the has to fay for herfdf; 3 Whatt « a 


with you. 


urn ſhe will give to the buſineſs,” . 

Love. (afide) What turn Matt give it }—Confu- 

Gon! here ſhe comes: I muft weather the ſtorm. * 2 
Enter Lady ConsTANT. THE: 

Lady Cons.” After this behaviour; Mr. Lovemore, I 


am ſurpriſed, Sir, that you can think 'of Kyi a mo- 


ment longer in this houſe. | en 


"Loves. Madam, —— 1 have no inven- 
tion to afift me at a pinch. (, ws 


Sir BasH, Mr. Lovemore is my friend, Madain, and 


; I defire 


Lors. (aff Lathe thy we impending ftorm, 15 
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1 fire he will ina houſe as long as he — 6 


Hey, Lovemore Link at him and "gh | ? 
Love: - (ofidr):: All must ont, L fear. dA 


gant in the very terms of it? 


Loy. (ad.) Ay, now is coming warme. 


itſelf has not a word to fag 

Sir BAsk. I defired him to ſend that letter, Madam. 

Lovz. Sir. e eee Ma am GOP re- 
ſpeftfully) - RS UC ao 07 244 Ane in 

Fir Kae 1 Jefired him. 12 bno r, © w 

Lovz. All at his eee AR 2s 
Lady Cons. - And am I to be made; dd 
wonder, Mr. Lovemore, that you: would condeſcend to 
make yourſelf a party in ſa poor a plot. Do you prefume 
upon a triſling mark of :civibty, which! yu perſuaded me 
to accept of this moraing? Do you come diſguiſed un- 
der a maſk of ee. to help this; gentleman i in his 

3 (afide) Fan ge nnd nothing can 1 
me of- 4 ; 

Sir BARB. A maſſe friendſhipl-oblois « tree friend, 
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Miudam's: he ſres hom a I un treated; nnd let me tell. 


you, there is not a word of truth in that lette. 
. Loves, Not a fyllable of truth; n This 
will do: his own nonſenſe will fave me. .: 
Sir BASH. It was all done to try you, Madam. | 
Lovg. Nothing more, Ma'am : merely to try you. 


Ser Basn. By way of ee ee juft to ſee 


hens you ould ban re i B 
4 ban 5 1 4 N Lon. 


Lach Cons. Your friend, Sir Babe 4 _ you 
authorize him to take this unbecamung liberty? Have 
you giuen him permiffion to ſend me n letter, fo extrava- 


de. Ie 
A - 
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—Lovz. Nothing" elde was intended; all to try yous 
Ma'am. {ann bbs hs 35 hens)! StomovyoT © 
Lady Cons. Vou have been both notably . 
The exploit ie Morchy of you. Your ſnare is ſpread for 
2 woman, and if you had ſucceeded, the fame of ſo bright 
an action would add eee cha- 
racters. 141 I ee le it ing 
„Sir Bagh: A dare pfend for w_ Mark _ Mr. 
Lovemore : ſhe calls it enſnaring. | 
.' Love. Enfhared to her oαꝗNn foods) 85 Sim e, 
Ele has pleaded: admirably for me. (aſde) B+ 
Lady Cons. As to you, Sir Baſhful, I have 1g MmEY 
ceaſed to wonder at your conduct: you have Toft the 
power of ſurpriſing me; but when Mr. Lovemore be- 


comes an accomplice in ſo mean a plot 220 
Sir Basne Lum in no plot, Madam, 1 r no > body b 
wants to enſnard you d ]¾ , Love more? tt 


Lovz. Sir Baſhful knows tliat no harm was . 
Sir BAsH. Les, I am in the ſecret, 2 friend 


Lovemore meant no harr. 5 
Love. If the letter had ſucceeded, Sir Baſhful 1 
there would have been no ill conſequence. Av 


Sir BasH. No harm in nature; but I now ſee how 
things are; and ſince your ladyſhip will liſten to nothing 
for your own good, it is too plain from all that has paſſed 
between us, that our tempers are by no means fitted for 
each other, and I am e er whenever 5 pleaſe : : 
nay, I will part. ö £ 157 
Lady Cons. , And that is the ea base in which We 
can agree, Sir. | | 
Sir Basn. Had the 3 HAT po an: ner 
quarter, it would have met with a better reception: we 
know where your ſmiles are beſtowed. 
| Lady 
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Loh Cons. Deal in calumny, Sir; give e free r. 


to malice; I diſdain your inſinuations. 

Sir BAsH. The fact is too clear, and reproaches are 
now too late. This is the laſt of our converſing together; 
and you may take this by the way, you are not to believe 
one ſyllable of that letter. 

Lovz. There is not a Ne of it deſerves the leaft 
credit, Ma' am. 

Sir Bash. It was all a mere * Madam: was not 
it, Lovemore ?—And as to your being a fine woman, and 
as to any paſſion that any body has conceived for you, 
there was no ſuch thing ; you can witneſs for me, Love- 
more: can't you? _ 

Lady Cons: Oh! you are witneſſes for one another. 

Lovz. Sir Baſhful knows the fairneſs of my inten- 
tions, and I know his ,—(afide) He has acquitted me bet= 
ter than I expected, thanks to his abſurdity. 


Lady Cons. Go on, and aggravate your ill uſage, 
gentlemen. _. 5 


Sir Bask. It was al a bam, Madam, a ſcene . 


thought proper to act. Let us laugh at het. (goes up < to 

_ Lovemore) | 

Love. With all my heart—(afide) A filly block- 
head | I can't help laughing at him. (laughing heartily ) 

Sir BasH, (laughing with him) Ha! ha! ha!—all 
a bam; nothing elſe; a contrivance to make ſport for 
ourſelves—hey, Lovemore ? 

Lady Cons. This uſage is inſupportable. I ſhall not 
ſtay for an explanation. Two ſuch worthy confederates ! 
Ils my chair ready there? You may depend, Sir, that 


this is the laſt time you will ſee me in this houſe. [ Exit. | 


Sir BasH. Agreed; a bargain; with all my heart. 
| Lovemore, I have managed this well. : 
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if I can ſerve you with your lady 
rr am much obliged to you: but 1 thall en- 
deavour to 80 on, without | giving you the trouble of af- 
fiſting me. And do you hear? aſſure my Lady Conſtant 


at meant. * but to ſerve your intereſt, [ Exit. 
Sor 


THE WAY TVU KEfp mim, FM 


Love. Charmingly managed! T did not think you: 
had ſo much ſpirit. n 
Sir Basf. I have foumd her out. The Intrigue is 


too plain. She and Sir Briffiant are both detected. 


Lovk. I never ſuſpected that Sir Brilliant was the 


N happy man. TI wiſh I had ſucceetlet; had it been IE to 


mortify his Vanity. 


Sir Bas. And fo do I: 1 wiſh it too: vr never | 


"own the letter: deny it to the laſt. 
Love, You may depend upon my de dee 
Sir BASsH. I am for ever obliged to you. "A \ Fooliſh 
woman! how ſhe ſtands in her own light! 
Love. Truly I think ſhe does. But ſinee I have no 
intereſt with her ladyſhip, I ſhall now found-a' retreat, 
and leave matters to your own diſcretion. Succeſs attend 


you. (going) 


Sir Basn. - You muſt not File: me in this ares 


Lovz. Had your lady proved tractable, I ſhould not 


have cared how long I had ftaid. But ſince things are 
come to this paſs, I ſhall now go and ſee whit kind of re- 
ception I am to meet with from Mrs. Lovemore. 

Sir Bash. Don't let her ROM. that 91 lizve 2 re- 


gard for her. 


LovE. "Oh! no; I fee the added es 


Well off this time; and, Madam Fortune, if I truſt you 
again, you ſhall play me what prank. you TR” Sir 
, Baſhful, yours. (going) | 


Sr Bai. A thouſand thanks t to "york And 2 20 0 
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Sir Baa, Rely upon my management, I can ac- 
quit you.—My Lady Conſtant ! Lady Conſtant !—Let 
me chaſe her from my thoughts : can I do it? Rage, fury, 
love—no more of laye ! Lam glad f ſhe tore the letter. 
' Odfſo! yonder it lies. It is only torn in two, and ſhe may 
ſtill piece the fragments together. I'll pick up the letter 
"this moment: it ſhall never appear in evidence againſt 
| me. As to Sir rilliapt, his motions ſhall be watched: I 

| | know how to proceed with Madam, Aud if! T can but prove 


the fact, eyery body. will ſay that I am ill-uſed by h her. 
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SCENE, an Apartment at Mr. Lovenons's. | 
Euter Mrt. Lovenors; —_— drafed; Mouszn fol- 


MusL1n. | 
HY to be fure, Ma'am, it is fo for certain, and 
you are very much in the right of it. 
Mrs. Love. I fancy I am: I fee the folly of my for- 
mer conduct. I am determined never to let my ſpirits * 
into a melancholy ſtate again. 

Moustin. Why, that's the very thing, Ma'am ; the 
very thing I have been always preaching up to you. Did 
not I always ſay, ſee company, Ma'am, take your pleaſure, 
and never break your heart for any man? This is what I 
always faid. be oh 
Mrs. Love. And you have faid enough; ſpare your- 
ſelf the trouble now. 

MusLin. I always faid fo. And what did the world 
fay? Heavens bleſs her for a ſweet woman ! and a plague 
go with him for an A, baten — 
dering brute. 

Mrs. Love. Well, truce with your impertinene 5 
your tongue runs on at ſuch a rate. 

MusLin. Nay, don't be angry: they did fay ſo indeed. 
But dear heart, how every body will he overjoy'd when 
they find you have pluck'd up a little ! As for me, it gives 

ä 2 f — 
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me new life, to have ſo much. company in the houſe, and 
ſuch a racketting at the door with coaches and chairs, 
enough to hurry a body out of one's wits. - Lard, this is 
another thing, and you look quite like another thing, 
Ma'am, and that dreſs quite becomes you. I ſuppoſe, 
Ma'am, you will never wear your negligee again. It is 
not fit for you indeed, Ma'am, It might paſs very well 
with ſome folks, Ma'am, but the like of you 
Mr. Lovs. Will you never have done at 
who is coming up ſtairs, 

Anter Mrs, BELLMOUR, | 
At. Lovs. Mrs. Bellmour, I revive at the ſight of 

you. Muſlin, do you ſtep, and do as I oxdered you. 
MusLin. What the deuce can ſhe be at now? [ Exit. 
Ars. BELL. You ſee I am  punQtual to my time. 
Well, Ladmire your dreſs of all things. It's mighty pretty. 
Mrs. Love, I am glad you like it, But under all this 
appearance of. gaiety, I have x; the bottom but an aching 
heart. 

Ars. Bert, Be ruled by me; and I'll anſwer for the 
event. Why really, now you look juſt as you ſhould do.— 
Why neglect fo fine a figure? 

Mrs. Love. Vou are ſo obliging! 

Ars. Beit, And ſe true ——What was beautiful 
before, is now heightened by the additional ornaments of 
dreſs; and if you will but animate and inſpire the whole 
with thoſe graces of the mind which I am ſure you poſleſs, 
the impreſſion cannot fail of being effectual upon all be- 
| holders; even upon the depraved mind of Mr. Love- 
more.—You have not ſeen him ſince, have you? _ 

Mrs. Love. He dined at home, but was ſoon upon 
the wing to his uſual haunts. 

Mrs. BELL. If he does but come home time enough, 

5 ES depend 
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depend upon it my plot will take. ' And, have on 

(oe © Sr RE eee N A8 

W.. Love. Les, a e ee, Ty 

Mrs. BEII. That's right; ſhew him that you will 
TConſult your own pleaſure. 
Mrs. Love. Apropos, as ſoon” as 1 came ended 1 
received a letter from Sir Brilliant, in a ſtyle of warmth 
and tenderneſs that would aſtoniſh you, He begs to ſee 
me again; and has ſomething particular to communicate. 

T left it in my dreſſing- room; you ſhall fee it bye and bye: 
J took your advice, and ſent him word he might come. 
The lure brought him hither immediately: he makes 14 
doubt of his ſucceſs with me. | 
Met. BELT. Well! two fuch Friends as: Sir Brilliant 
and Mr. Lovemore, I believe, never exiſted ! 

Mrs. Love. Their falſehood to each other is un- 
paralleled. I left Sir Brilliaht at the card- table: as ſoon 
as he can diſengage himſelf, he will quit his company in 

purſuit of me. 1 Weges! to tell you, my 7 Conſtant is 
here. 

Mrs. Beit, Ts the? | 

Mrs. Love, She is, and has been making the ſtrangeſt 
diſcovery: Mr. Lovemore has had a deſign there too 

Mrs, BELL. Oh! I don't doubt un but the more 
proof we have the better. 

Mrs. Love, There is ſufficient bear you muſt n 
Ma' am @ rap at the door) As 1 Ive and nn * believe 
this is Mr. Lovemore. | | 

Mrs. DELL, W it is, * eng goes on as 1 d 
wiſh. 

Mrs. Lv. J hear his wo, it is he, How my 


deat beats ! 


| "Mrs, 


A. 
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"A 


Mrs. Barz. Courage, and the day's our on. He 


muſt not ſee me yet: where Mall run? 


Mrs. Loys, In there, Myam. Make haſte; 1 heat 
his ſtep on the ſtairs. 

Mrs. BELL. Succeſs attend you. I am gone. (Exit. 

Mr. Love. I am frightened out of my ſenſes. What 
the event may be 1 fear to think ; but 1 mult 8⁰ through 
with it. a 

2 Enter Lovauons. 
Mrs. Love. You are welcome home, Sir. 
Loves. Mrs, Lovemore, your ſervant, ( Wade look- 


ing at her) 


Mts. Lovs. It | is ſomewhat rare to. ſee you at home 
ſo early. 
Love. I faid I ſhould come home, did not 1? Talways 


like to be as good as my word. What could the. widow 
Lug by this uſage? to make an appointment, and break 
it thus abruptly! (de) 


Mrs. Love. He ſeems to muſe upon it. (aſide) 
Love. (aſide) She does not mean to do fo treacherous 


a thing as to jilt me? Oh, Lord! I am wonderfully 


tired. (yaruns, and finks into an armed chair ) 
Mrs, Love. Are you indiſpoſed, my dear ? 
Love. No, my love; I thank you, I am very well; 


—a little fatigued only, with jolting over the ſtones all the 
way into the city this morning. I have paid a few viſits 


this afternoon. Confoundedly tired. Where's William ? 
Mrs, Love. Do you want any thing? 
Lovs. Only my cap and Arber. I am not in in ſpirits, 


"IJ think.  (yawns.) 


Mrs. Lovx. Vou are never in firis at home, Mr. 


| Lovemore, | E 


— 4 | 5 N _ / . 1 
| | H 4 | Loyr:+ 
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Love. mn L never am any where more 


cheerful. (fretching bis arms) © age; rr enk | 


very happy at home, very ( yawns) very happy! 
Mrs. Love. I can hear otherwiſe. I am informed 

that Mr. Lovemore is the promoter of mirth and good 

humour whereyer he goes. | 


iy Love. Oh! no, you over-rate me; upon my ſoul you 
do. 


Mfrs. Loves. I can hear, Sir, that no ET $s company 
is ſo acceptable to the ladies ; that your wit inſpires every 
thing : you have your compliment for one, your ſmile for 
another, a whiſper for a third, and ſo on, Sir: you divide 
your favours, and are every wins, but at home, all whim, 
vivaeity, and ſpirit. 

Love. Ho! hol. (laughing) how can you talk ſo? 1 
gener I can't help laughing at the fancy. All whim, vi- 


vacity, and ſpirit! I ſhall burſt my ſides. How can you 


banter one ſo !——1I divide my favours too on, hea- 
vens ! I can't ſtand this raillery: ſuch a deſcription of me 
l that am rather ſaturnine, of a ſerious caſt, and inclined 


to be penſive I I can't help laughing at the oddity of the 


conceit,——Oh Lord! Oh Lord! ( laughs ) 
| Mrs. Lovz. Juſt as you pleaſe, Sir. I ſee that] am 
ever to be treated with indifference. (: walks acroſs the Aage) 
Lovs. ( Riſes and walks a contrary way) I can't put 
this Widow Bellmour out of my head. (afide) 
Mrs. Lovs. If I had done any thing to provoke this 
uſage, this cold, determined contempt—(walkng) 
Love. I wiſh I had done with that buſineſs entirely; 
but my « deſires are kindled, and muſt be ſatisfied, ( aſide) 
(They walk for ſome time ſilently by each other. * 


Ars. Love. What part of my conduct gives you 


offence, Mr, LovemoreT 


| Loyx, 


— ͤ—ñ— — ———_——— a —_—_—_—— 
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1 


my own ken of diverſion. 


A eon RDT... tog 

Love. Still harping upon that ungrateful firing - but 
prithee don't ſet me a laughing again. Offence— 
nothing gives me offence, child you know I am very 
fond—(yawns and walks) —I like you of all things, and 


think you a moſt admirable wife ;—prudent, managing,— 
' careleſs of your own perſon, and very attentive to mine j—__ 


not much addicted to pleaſure, —grave, retired, and domeſtic; 
you govern your houſe, pay the tradeſmen's bills, (yawns ) 
ſcold the ſervants, and love your huſband :—upon my ſoul, 
a very good wife —as good a ſort of a wife (yawns) as a 


body might wiſh to have. Where's William? I muft 
go to bed. 


Mrs, Love. To bed fo early! Hal tot you better 
join the company: 


Lovz. I ſhan't go out to-night... | 
Mrs. Love. But I mean the company in the dining 


room, 


Love. Company in the dining-room ! ( fares at her) - 

Mrs. Loves, Yes: I invited them to a rout. 

Love. A rout in my houſe and you dreſſed out 
too What is all this? 

Mrs. Love. You have no objection, I hope. 

Love. Objeftion !—No, I like company, you know, 
of all things; I'll go and join them: who are they all? 

Mrs. Lovs. 'You know em all; and there's your 


7 


friend, Sir Brilliant. 


Loys. Is he there? I ſhall be glad to ſee _ But 
pray, how comes all this about? 

Mrs. Love. I intend to ſee A ene often. 

Lovz. Do you ? 2 55 

Mrs. Lovx. Ay, and not look tamely on, while you 
gevel luxuriouſly in a courſe of pleaſure. I ſhall purſue 
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Love, Do fo, Ma'am; the e in your temper 
wil not be diſagreeable. 2 

_ Ars, Lovzx, And fo I ſhall, gie, 1 afſuce ye. Adieu 
to melancholy, and welcome s wit and gaiety. ( ſhe 
walks about and ſings.) 

Lovz. What the devil has come over her ? And what 

in the name of wonder does all this mean ? 
Mr. Love, Mean, Sir !-—It means, it means—how 
can you aſk, me what it means !—Well, to be ſure, the 
ſobriety of that queſtion Do you think a woman of ſpirit 
can have leiſure to tell her meaning, when ſhe is all. ne 
alertneſs, rapture and en joyment. 

Lovk. She's mad Stark mad! 

Mrs. Lovz. You're miſtaken, 8 mad, but i in, 
ſpirits, that's all, Am I too flighty for you ?—Perhaps S. 
am: you are of a ſaturnine diſpoſition, inclined to think a 
little or ſo. Well, don't let me interrupt you; don't let 
me be of any inconvenjence, That would be the unpo- 
liteſt thing; a married couple to be interfering and en- 
cxoaching on each other's pleaſures! Oh hideous! it 
would be Gothic to the laſt degree. Ha! ha! ha! 

Love, (forcing a laugh) Ha! hal—Ma'am, you— 
ha! ha! you are perfectly right. 

Mrs. Loyz. Nay, but I don't like that laugh now: I 
. poſitively dow't like it. Can't you laugh aut as you were 
uſed to do? For my part, I'm determined to do nothing 
elſe all the reſt of my life. | 

Love, This is the moſt aftoniſting thing! Ma'am, I | 
don't rightly comprehend— 1 

Mrs, Love. Oh Lud! oh Lud with that important 
face! Well, but come! What don't you comprehend ? 

Love. There is ne in this treatment that I 


Lon t fo well 


10 


"Mrs, 


| 
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Mrs. Lovs. Oh! are you there, Sir ! How quickly 
they, who have no ſenſibility for the peace and happineſs 


of others, can feel for themſelves, Mr, Loveinore ot 
that's a graye reflection, and I hate reflection. pr 
| Lovs, What has ſhe got into her head? This ſud- 
den change, Mrs. Lovemore, let me tell you—— 

Mrs. Love. Nay, don't be frightened: there is no 
harm in innocent mirth, I hope: never Iook ſo grave upon 


it. 1 aſſure you, Sir, that though, on your part, you ſeem 


determined to offer conſtant indignities to your wife, and 


though the laws of retaliation would in ſome ſort exculpate 


her, if, when provoked to the utmoſt, exaſperated beyond 


all enduring, ſhe ſhould, in her turn, make him know what 


It is to receive an injury i in the tendereſt point 

Love. Madam! (angrily) 3 

Mrs. Love, Well, well, don't be alarmed. I Man' 
retaliate: my own honour will ſecure) you there; you may 


depend upon it. Will you come and play a game at cards? 


Well, do as you like; you won't come? No, no, I ſee 
you won't. What ſay you to a bit of ſupper with us? 


Nor that neither Follow your inclinatiòns: it is not 


material where a body eats, you know; the company 
expects me; adieu, Mr. Lovemore, yours, yours. 
| [Ext ſinging. 
Love. This is a frolic T never ſaw her in before 
Laugh all the reſt of my life !—laws of retaliation [—an 
injury in the tendereſt point !—the company expects me, 


adieu! yours, yours , mimicting her.) What the 
devil is all this? Some of her female friends have been 


tampering with her. So, ſo: I muſt begin to look a little 
ſharp after Madam. I'll go this moment into the card- 
room, and watch whom ſhe whiſpers with, whom ſhe ogles 


with, and every circumſtance that can lead to (going) 


1 Enter 
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Enter MvusLiv in a "hurry. 


Musris. Madam, Madam, here's your letter; 1 
f would not for all the world that my maſter —— 

Lovx. What, is ſhe mad too 8 What's the matter, 
woman? | 
Mouszix. Nothing, Sir, — nothing: 8 mop a word 
With my Lady, that's all, Sir, 

 _ Lovs. You would not for the world 40 your maſter, 
What was you going to ſay? What paper's that? 

MvsLin, Paper, Sir! 

Lovz. Paper, Sir! Let me ſee it. . N 

MusLin. Lord, Sir! how can you aſk a body for ſuch 
a thing? It's a letter to me, Sir, a letter from.the country; 
a letter from my ſiſter, Sir. She bids me to buy her a 
ſhiver de frixe cap, and a fixteenth in the lottery ; and tells 
me of a number ſhe _— of, that's all, Sir: PII put 
it up. 

Love. Let me look at it. Give it me this moment. 
(reads) To Mrs. Loyemore Brilliant Faſhion. This 
| is a letter from the country, is it ? 

_ _ _ Mvustix, That, Sir—that is—no, Sir,—no ;—that's 
not ſiſter's letter. —If you will give me or back, Sir, 
I'll ſhew you the right one. 
 "Lovs. Where did you get this ? 

MusLin. Sir! | 

Love. Where did you get it — Tell me truth. 

MusLin. Dear heart, you fright a body ſo—in the 
parlour, Sir, —I found it there. 

Lovs. Very well !—leave the room. 

Muslix. The devil fetch it, I was never ſo out in my 
1 palitics 1 in all my days. [ Exit. 


Loves 


A COMEDY. 


* 


Love. A pretty epiſtle cruly ! (reads) © When you 
« command me, my deareſt Mrs. Lovemore, never to touch 
e again upon the ſubject of my love, you command an im- 
te poſſibility. You excite the flame, and forbid it to burn. 
permit me once more to throw myſelf on my knees, and if 
4 implore your compaſſion.” —— Compaſſion, with a ven- 4 
gearice on him Think you ſee me now with tender,” . 
« melting, ſupplicating eyes, languiſhing at your feet.“ | | 
Very well, Sir“ Can you find it in your heart — 
to perſiſt in cruelty ? Grant me but acceſs to you once 0 
e more, and in addition to what I already ſaid this morn- 
ing, I will urge ſuch motives” —Urge motives, will ye? 
« —as will convince you, that you ſhould no longer heſi- 
« tate in gratitude, to reward him, who here makes a vow 
* of eternal conſtancy and love. | 
Le. BRILLIANT Fasnron.” 76M ; 
So! fo! fo! your very humble' ſervant; Sir Brilliant 
Faſhion This is your friendſhip for me, is it ?—You | 
are mighty kind indeed, Sir,—but I thank you as much as i 
if you had really done me the favour : and, Mrs. Love- | 
more, I'm your humble ſervant too. She intends to laugh 
all the reſt of her life ! This letter will change her note. 
Yonder ſhe comes along the gallery, and Sir Brilliant in 
full chaſe of her. They come this way. Could I but 
detect them both now ! I'll ſtep aſide, and who knows but ; 
the devil may tempt them to their undoing. A polite 
huſband I am: there's the coaſt Nag for you, Madam. 1 
l ; '{ Exit. 4 
Enter Mrs. Lovemors and Sir BRILLIANT. 8 
Mrs. Lovg. I have already told you my mind, Sir | 
Brilliant. * Your civility is odious ; your compliments 4 
fulſome; and your ſolicitations inſulting._—1 muſt make | 
v uſe of harſh language, Sir: you provoke it. 
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Sir BxII. Not retiring to ſolitude and diſcontent 
again, 1 hape, Madam! . SY my dear Mrs, 
wa 2 relapſe. _.. 

s. Love. No danger; Sir: N. t be too falicitous 
—— me. Why leave the en Let me intreat 
you to return, Fir. 

Sir Ball. By Heaven, ders! is more raphute | in | being | 
one moment w45-a=vis with you, than in the company of 
a whole drawing-room of beauties. Round you are melt- 
ing pleaſures, tender tranſports, youthful loves, and bloom- 
' ing. graces, all unfelt, neglected, and deſpiſed, by a taſte- 
leſs, cold, unimpaſſioned huſband, while they might be all 
fo.much better ene to the purpaſes oF 1 and 
bliſs. ä 8 

Mrs. Love: Tam amazed, 1 5 this 1 
What action of my life has authorized this aſſurance | 
J deſire, Sir, you will deſiſt. Were I not afraid of the 
ill conſequences that might follow, I ſhould not heſitate a 
moment to acquaint Mr. Lovemore wh your whole be- 
haviour. 

Sir BRIL. She v won 't tell her huſband 3 ch, 
ing creature, and bleflings « on her for ſo convenient. a hint. 
* yields, by all mp . What ſhall T 7 to over- 


. Go my heart 5 emen, W ig bs ks 3 
Still drink delicious, poiſon from HOY erm 
Rage and paradiſe 
Pant on y lip, and to thy heart be preſs'd. 
. - + (forcing. her all this time) 
Enter A. Lovtemors. _ 
Love. Hell and diftraRiion | this is too much. 
Vir 1 een 8 unn l. gh 
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Aton to buckle his bor) This confounded buckle is always 
_ plaguing me, -Lovemore! I W to ſee thee. | 
0078 (looking at each other ) 
Lovꝝ. And e * the confidence to look me in 
the face ? LOU 
Sir Brit. I was ung your lady here, of the moſt 
whimſical adventure — 
Lovz. Don't add the meanneſs of falſehood to the 
black attempt of invading the happineſs of your friend. 
I did imagine, Sir, from the long intercourſe that has 
ſubſiſted between us, that you might have had delicacy 
enough, feeling enough, honour 9 87029 voy not eat | 
tate an injury like this. 
Sir Bui. Ay, it's all over, I am detected. ole ) 
Mr. Lovemore, I feel that I have been wrong, and will 
not attempt a vindication of myſelf, We have been friends. 
hitherto, and if begging your pardon erben raſhneſs will 
any ways aan 
Love. No, Sir, nothing can atdie. ' The provoca- 
tion you have given me, would juſtify my drawing upon you 
this inſtant, did not that lady, and this roof protect you. 
Sir Brit. Harſh language to a friend — 
LovRE. Friend, Sir Brilliant!! 
Sir BRIL. If you will but hear ma — 
Love.” Sir, I inſiſt; I won't hear a word. 
Sir BRIL. I declare upon my hon dur 
Love. Honour! for ſhame, Sir Brilliant: honour and 
friendſhip are ſacred words, and you profane them both. 
Sir BRIIL. If imploring forgiveneſs of that lady— 
Lovz. That lady —I eee In to 
that lady. Nn renn 
Sir BRIL. Can Lays command a moment's patience ? 
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ſettled been us I have done for the preſent. | 
Eiter Sir BASHFUL. 
Sir Barn; Did got I hear loud words among you ? 
1 certainly did. What are you quarrelling about ? 


| Lovt. Read that, Sir Baſhful; (gives him Sir Bril- = 


Bare letter) Read that, and judge if I have not cauſe 


(Sir Bail reads to bimſelf.) 


'$ir BRIL. Hear but what I have to hoon: | 
Lovs. No, Sir, no; we ſhall find a fitter time. As 


ſor you, Madam; I am' ſatisfied with your conduct. I was 
indeed a little alarmed, but I have been a witneſs of your 


behaviour, and I am above harbouring low ſuſpicions. |. 

Sir Ban. Upon my word, Mr. ben this is 
carrying the jeſt too far. |: 

Love. It is the baſeſt Ss.» at aa bt 
guilty of; Wa po who never injured him, ſtill 
more criminal. 

Sir BASsH. Why fo 1 think, Sir Brilliant, (to * 
afide) here take this letter, and read it to him; Ris own 
letter to my wife. 

Sir Brit. Let me * 1.—0 * th letter ) 

Sir BasH. Tis indeed, as you ſay, the vileſt action a 
gentleman can be guilty of. 

Lovs. An unparalleled breach of friendlhip. 1 

Si BRI. Not altogether ſo unparalleled: I believe 


it will not be found without a eben 08 for Wert 


—(reads) 8 
N Lady 8 


iy ſhould I conceal, my dear Madam, e | 


have awaken'd my tendere/t paſſions ? 
Lovs. Contuſion |—my letter—{afide) - 
. Sir Buzz. (reading). *I long have loved you, . 


4 Could 
* 


Lovz. Er 1 em out of all patience: this muſt be | 


* 
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80 Could I but flatter myelf ( Levemore walks about * ; 


Ve Brilliant follows him. ) 


Sir BAsRH. There, Mr. 4 b44 the baſeſt treachery ! ' 
Sir Brit, (Reads) © Could I but fatter myſelf with 
the leaſt kind return.” 

Lovs. Confuſion! let me ſeize the better out of his 
hand. ( nate hes it from him) 

Sir Bas. An unparalleled breach of friendſhip, Mr, 


Lovemore. 


_ Lovs. All a forgery, Sir ; all a forgery. 

Sir BAsH. That 1 deny; it is the very identical letter 
my lady threw away with ſuch indignation. She tore it 
in two, and I have pieced. it together. | 
| Love. A mere contrivance to varniſh his guilt. 

Sir BRII. Ha! ha! my dear Lovemore, we know 
one another, Have not you been at the ſame work with 


the Widow Bellmour ? 


Love. The Widow Bellmour !—If I ſpoke to her, 
it was to ſerve you, Sir. 

Sir BrIL. Are you ſure of that? 

Lovz. Po! I won't ſtay a moment longer among 
ye. I'll go into another room, to avoid ye all. I know 
little or nothing of the Widow Bellmour, Sir. (opens the 
door; enter Mrs, Bellmour) Hell and deſtructionn 
what fiend is conjured up here? Zoons | let me make 


my eſcape out of the houſe. (runs to the oppoſite door ) 


Ars. Love, Tll ſecure this paſs ; you muſt not go, 
my dear. 

Love. *Sdeath, Madam, give me way. 

Mrs. Love. Nay, don't be in ſuch a hurry: I want 
to introduce an acquaintance of mine to you. 

Lovz. I deſire, Madam 


Ars. BELL. My Lord, my Lord Etheridge; I am 
* glad to ſee your Lordſhip. (taking hold of bim) 
I Mrs. 


T_T —⏑—ł4à—äꝓEe OE 
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 Mri: Love. Do, my dear, let me introduce this ny 
to you. (turning him to her) 

Lovs. Here's the devil and all to 4! (ale) W 
Mr. Beit, My Lord, this is the moſt fortunate 
encounter. 288 | 

Love. I wiſh T was fifty miles off. (aſide) 

Mrs. Lovs. Mrs. Bellmour, give me leave to intro- 


duce Mr. Lovemore to you. (turning him to her) 


Mrs. BEII. No, my dear Ma'amy let me introduce 


Lord Etheridge to you. (pulling him) My Lord— 


_ $ir Brit. In the name of wonder, what is all this? 
Sir BAsRH. This is another of his intrigues blown up. 
Mrs. Love. My dear Ma'am, you are miſtaken : 


This | is my huſband. 


Mrs. BTT. Pardon ie, Ma'am, *tis my Lord Ethe- 
tidge. 

Mrs. Love. My dear, how can you be fo ill-bred 
in your own houſe ? —Mrs. Bellmour,—this is Mr, 


Lovemore. 


Love, Are you going to toſs me in a bust Ma- 
dam ?—call up the reſt of your people, if you are. 

Art. Beit. Pſhaw! prithee now, my Lord, leaves 
off your humours. Mrs. Lovemore, this is my Lord 

Etheridge, a lover of mine, who has made propoſals. of 

an. to me. 

Love. Confuſion! let me get rid of theſe two furies, 
(breaks away from them ) 

Sir BasH. He has been peng with her too, 
has he ? | 

Arr. Berri. ( follows him) My Lord, I fay! my 
Lord Etheridge | won't your Lordſhip know me? 

Love. This is the moſt damnable accident! (aſide) 
Ars. Beit. I hope your Lordſhip has not . 
youu »ppolitment at my houſe this evening. | 

"OE Love. 


- 
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- Love. I deſerve e (ut) 

Me. Bert. Pray, my Lord, what have 1 done, that 
you treat me with this coldneſs? Come, come, FROM ſhall 
have a wife: I will take compaſſion on you. 

Love. Damnation! I can't ſtand it. (ade) 

Sir Bas. Murder will out: murder will out. 

Ars. BELL. Come, cheer up, my Lord: what the 
deuce, your dreſs is altered! what's become of the ſtar 
and the ribband? And fo the gay, the florid, the magrnifique 
Lord Etheridge dwindles down into plain Mr. Lovemore, 
the married man! Mr, Lovemore, your moſt NE 
very humble ſervant, Sir. 

Love. I can't bear to feel myſelf in fo — 4 
circumſtance, (aſde) 


Sir Bas. He has been paſſing himſelf ors Land; 
has he ? we 

Mrs. BELL. I beg my compliments to your friend 
Mrs. Loveit: I am much obliged to you both for your 
very honourable deſigns. (curtfying to him) 

. Love, I was never ſo aſhamed in all my life! 

Sir BRIL. $0, ſo, ſo, all his pains were to hide the 
ſtar from me. This diſcovery is a perfect cordial to my 
diejected ſpirits. be 
Mrs. Beit. Mrs. Lovemore, I cannot ſufficiently 
acknowledge the providence that directed you to pay me 
2 viſit, though I was wholly unknown to you; and I ſhall 
henceforth conſider you as my deliverer. 

Love. So! it was ſhe that fainted away in the cloſet, 
and be damn'd to her jealouſy. (aſde) 

Sir BRII. By all that's whimſical, an odd ſort of an 

adventure this! My Lord, (advances to him) my Lord, 
my Lord Etheridge, as the man ſays in the play, « Your 
« th is TRY welcome back to Denmark.” 


Laxx. 


6—— * A 1 


es. 
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Love. Now he comes upon me.—Oh ! I'm in a fine 
ſituation. (aſide) » 


Sir Brit. My Lord, I hope that ugly pain in * 


Lordſhip's ſide is abated. 
Love. Abſurd, and ems: (afide ) 
Sir BRIL. There is Oy forming there, I hope, 
my Lord. 
| Love. I ſhall come to an explanation with you, Sir. 
Sir BRIL. The tennis-ball from Lord * un- 
lucky left hand. 


Love. No more at preſent, Sir Brilliant. I leave you 


now to yourſelves, and (goes to the door in the back ſcene} 
— (death, another fiend ! I am beſet by them. 


Enter Lady ConsTANT. 

Lovz. No way to eſcape ?—(attempts both flage 15 
and is prevented) 

Lady Cons. Mr. Lovemore, it is the luckieſt 2 
in the world that you are come home. | 

Love. Ay, it is all over—all muſt come to light. 

Lady Cons. ' I have loſt every rubber; quite broke; 
four by honours againſt me every time. Do, Mr, Love- 
more, lend me another hundred. 


Love. I would give a hundred pounds you were alt 
in Lapland. (afide) 


Lady Cons. Mrs. Lovemore, let me tell you, you are 
married to the falſeſt man; he has deceived me ſtrangely. 


Mrs. Love. I begin to feel for him, and to pity his 
uneaſineſs. | | 


Mrs. Belt. Never talk of pity; let him be probed 
to the quick. 85 8 
Sir Bash. The caſe is pretty plain, I think, now, Sir 
Brilliant. | | 
Sir Brit. Pretty plain, upon my foul! Ha! ha! 
Lovg. I'll turn the tables upon Sir Baſhful, for all 
| | mw this 


| 
| 
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| this takes dir Baſhful's letter out of his pocket) where i is 
the mighty harm now in this letter? 

Sir Bast. Where's the harm? 

Love. (reads) 1 cannet, my deare eff li fe, any longer 
< behold ——— 

Sir Basn. Shame and confuſion ! I am undone. (afide) 

Love. Hear this, Sir Baſhful—< The manifold vexa- 
« trons, of which, * a Tm Ile prejudice, J am myſelf the 
&« occaſion. 

Lady Cons. What is all this ? 

Sir Basn. I am a loſt man. (aſide) | 

Love. Mind, Sir Baſhful. © 7 am therefore reſolved, 
* after many conflicts with myſelf, to throw off the maſk, 
ce and frankly own a paſſion, which the fear of falling into 
« ridicule has, in appearance, ſuppreſſed. 

Sir BasH, - *Sdeath ! I'll hear no more of it. (Hatcher 
at the letter) 

Love. No, Sir; I reſign it here, where it was di- 
rected; and with it, theſe notes which Sir Baſhful gave 
me for your uſe. 

Lady Cons. It is his hand ſure enough. 

Love. Yes, Madam, and thoſe are his ſentiments, 
which he explained to me more at large. | 

Lady Cons. (reads) © Accept the preſents which 7. my- 
« ſelf have ſent you ; money, attendance, equipage, and every 
«. thing elſe you ſhall command; and in return, I ſhall only 
&« intreat you to conceal from the world that you have raiſed 
K a flame in this n which will ever ſhow me, 

Dur admirer, 
« And your truly affeftionate huſband, 
Sh BASHFUL ConsTANT.” 
Alt. Ha! ha! | 


Sir BRII. * ſo, ſo! he has been in love with h his wife 
all 
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all this time, has he? Sir Baſhfal, will you go and ſee the 
new comedy with me ? 

Sir BAsH. I ſhall bluſh through the weeds all the reſt 
of my life. (aſide) 

Sir BxII. Lovemore, don't you think it a baſe thing 
to invade the happineſs of a friend? or to do him a clandeſ- 
tine wrong ? or to injure him with the woman he loves? 

Love. Tocut the matter ſhort with you, Sir, we have 
been traitors to each other ; a couple of unprincipled, un- 
reflecting profligates ! 

Sir BRIL. Profligates! 

Love. Ay! both! we are pretty fellows indeed! 

Mrs. Beit. I am glad to find you are awakened to a 
ſenſe of your error. 

Love. I am, Madam, and am frank enough to own it. 
I am above attempting to diſguiſe my feelings, when I am 
conſcious they are on the ſide of truth and honour. With 
the ſincereſt remorſe I aſk your pardon.— !] ſhould aſk par- 
don of my Lady Conſtant too, but the fact is, Sir Baſhful 
threw the whole affair in my way; and, when a huſband 
will be aſhamed of loving a valuable woman, he muſt not 
be ſurpriſed, if other people take her caſe | into n 
and love her for him. 

Sir BRII. Why, faith, that does in ſome ſort make 
his apology. 

Sir Basn. Sir Baſhful ! Sir Baſhful ! thou art ruin- 
ed. (afide) 7 

Ars. Beit, Well, Sir, upon certain terms, I don't 
know but I may ſign and ſeal your pardon. 

Love. Terms! what terms? . 

Mrs. BELL. That you make due expiation of your 
guilt to that lady. (pointing to Mrs. Lovemore) 


Love. That lady, Ma'am That lady has no reaſon 
wo complain, 


Mr ſs 
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Mrs. Loys. No reaſon to complain, Mr. Lovemore ! 

Love. No, Madam, none; for whatever may have 
been my imprudences, they have had their ſource in your 
conduct, 

Mrs. Love. In my conduct, Sir! 

Love. In your conduct: I here declare befote this 
company, and I am above miſrepreſenting the matter ; I 
here declare, that no man in England could be better in- 
clined to domeſtic happineſs, if you, Madam, on your 
part, had been willing to make home agreeable. 

Ars. Love. There, I confeſs, he touches me. (ade) 

Lovx. You could take pains enough before marriage; 
you could put forth all your charms ; practiſe all your 
arts, and make your features fleaſe by rule; for ever 
changing; running an eternal round of variety; and all 


this to win my affections: but when you had won them, 


you did not think them worth your keeping; never dreſſed, 
penſive, filent, melancholy 5 and the only entertainment 
in my houſe was the dear pleafure of a dull conjugal fete- 
a- tete; and all this inſipidity, becauſe you think the ſole 
merit of a wife conſiſts in her virtue: a fine way of 
amuſing a huſband, truly 

Sir BRII. Upon my ſoul, and ſo it is——(laughing) 
Mrs. Love. Sir, I muſt own there is too much truth 
in what you ſay. This lady has opened my eyes, and 
convinced me there was a miſtake in my former conduct. 

. Love. Come, come, you need fay no more, I for- 
give you; I forgive. 

Mrs. Love. Forgive! I like that air of tholldence; 
when you know that, on my fide, it is, at worſt, an error 
in judgment ; whereas, on yours: — 

Ars. BELL. Po! po! never ſtand diſputing: you 
know each other's faults and virtues: you have nothing to 
do but to mend the former, and enjoy the latter, There, 

there, 
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there, there, kiſs and friends. There, Mrs. Ste 


take your reclaimed libertine to your arms, 


Love. *Tis in your power, Madam, to make a re- 
claimed libertine of me indeed. 


Mrs. Love. From this moment it ſhall be our LOR) 


ſtudy to pleaſe each other. 
_ Love. A match with all my heart. I ſhall W 
be aſhamed only of my follies, but never aſhamed of on- 
ing that I ſincerely love you. 

Sir BasH. Shan't you be aſhamed? 

Lovz. Never, Sir. 

Sir BAsH. And will you keep me in countenance ? 

Lovs. I will. | 

Sir Bash. Give me your hand. I now forgive you 
all. My Lady Conſtant, I own the letter, I own the ſenti- 
ments of it (embraces her), and from this moment I take 
you to my heart. Lovemore, Zookerg ! you have made 
a man of me, Sir Brilliant, come ; produce the buckles. 
Lady Cons. If you hold in this humour, Sir Baſhful, 
our quarrels are at an end. 

Sir BRIL. And now, I ſuppoſe, I muſt make reſtitu- 
tion here—(gives Lady Conſtant the buckles) 
Sir BasH. Ay, ay, make reſtitution. Lovemore ! 
this is the conſequence of his having ſome tolerable phraſe, 
and a perſon, Mr, Lovemore! ha! ha!l— 

Sir BRII. Why, I own the laugh is againſt me. With 
all my heart; I am glad to fee my friends happy at laſt. 


Lovemore, may I preſume to hope for pardon at that lady's 


hands? (points to Mrs. Lovemore) 


Love. My dear confederate in vice, your pardon is 


granted. Two fad libertines we have been. But come, 
give us your hand: we have uſed each other ſcurvily: for 


the future we will endeavour to atone for the errors of our 
paſt miſconduct, 


Sir 


6 
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Fir Ball.. Ayreed ; we will henceforward behave like 
men, who have not 6a the obligations of truth and 
honour, a 

Loves. And now . the Js company, 
that this buſineſs has had ſo heppy a tendency to convince 
each of us of our folly. \ 

* Mrs. Beit. Pray, Sir, don? t draw me into a ſhare 
of your folly. | 
| Love. Come, come, my dear Ma- am, you are not wich- | 
out your ſhare of it. This will teach you for the future, 
to be content with one lover at a time, without liſtening to 
a fellow you know nothing of, becauſe he aſſumes a title, 
and ſpreads a fair report of himſelf. 

Mrs. BELL. The reproof is juſt, I grant it. 

Love. Come, let us join the company cheerfully, keep 
our own ſecrets, and not make ourſelves the town-talk. 

Sir BasH. Ay, ay; let us keep the ſecret. 

Lovs. What, returning to your fears again? you will 
put me out of countenance, Sir Baſhful. 

Sir BAasH. I have done. 

Lovs. When your conduct is fair and upright, FIRE 
be afraid of ridicule. Real honour and generous affection 
may bid defiance to all the ſmall wits in the kingdom. In 
my opinion, were the buſineſs of this day to go abroad into 
the world, it might prove a very uſeful leſſon: the men 
would ſee how their paſfions may carry them into the 
danger of wounding the boſom of a friend: and the ladies 
would learn, that, after the marriage rites are performed, 
they ought not to ſuffer their powers of pleaſing to languiſh 
away, but ſhould ſtill remember to ſacrifice to the Graces. 


To win a man, when all your pains ſucceed, 
De Way to Keep Him is @ taſk indeed. 
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Wien at the Revival of the Play by Mr. Garnicr, 


I. | : 
fs E fair married dames, who ſo often deplore, 
| That a lover once bleſt, is a lover no more, 
Attend. to my counſel, nor bluſtr to be taught, | 
That prudence muſt cheriſh what beauty has caught. | 
F | 11 | 
The bloom of your cheek, and the glance of your eye, 
Your roſes and lilies, may make the men ſigh : 
But roſes, and lilies, and ſighs paſs away, 
And paſſion will die, as your beauties decay. 
8 
Vie the man that you "wed like your far rite e Guittary 
Tho? muſic in both, they are both apt to jar; 
- How tuneful and ſoft from a delicate touch, 
Not handled too roughly, nor play'd on too much. 
| IV. 
The Sparrow and * will feed from your hand, 
Grow tame by your kindneſs, and come at command ; : 
Exert with your huſband the ſame happy Kill, | 
For hearts, like your birds, may be tam'd to your will. 


Be gay and good humour d, complying and kind, 
Turn the chief of your care from your face to your mind 7 
Tis there chat a wife may her conqueſts i improve, 
And Hymen: ſhall rivet the fetters of loves 


8 


